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FOREWORD 


On  the  night  of  November  20th, 
1926,  ten  thousand  people  assembled 
in  the  Albert  Hall  to  launch  the 
“  Daily  Express  ”  Community  Sing¬ 
ing  Movement. 

There  were  a  few  minutes  of  shy¬ 
ness,  strangeness,  and  timidity.  Then 
suddenly,  the  spirit  of  song  took 
complete  command  of  the  enormous 
audience.  The  chorus  of  “  John 
Peel  ’’  swelled  and  volleyed  round 
the  great  hall,  and  in  that  moment 
was  born  the  astounding  social 
movement  that  has  since  swept  over 
the  country  like  a  prairie  fire. 

The  story  of  (he  delight  and  the 
inspiration  of  Community  Singing 
flashed  from  suburb  to  suburb,  from 
town  to  town.  Wireless  had  already 
brought  the  cheeriness  and  the  friend¬ 
liness  of  it  all  to  millions  of  listeners 
who  caught  the  infection  and  sang 
as  they  sat  at  their  receiving  sets 

From  north,  south,  east  and  west 
there  poured  in  requests  that  other 
centres  should  be  given  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  enjoying  at  first-hand  the 
wonderful  thing  which  London  had 
so  successfully  inaugurated. 

It  was  not  a  question  of  captur¬ 
ing  communities,  they  capitulated 
joyously  and  eagerly.  Within  a 


month  the  people  of  the  Midlands 
were  singing  as  they  had  never  sung 
before.  Wales,  with  her  traditional 
genius  for  song,  both  found  and 
gave  inspiration  in  full  measure. 
Northern  cities  and  southern  towns 
joined  in  the  movement  with 
irresistible,  enthusiasm. 

Then  came  another  anj  more 
dramatic  development.  The  packed 
grounds  of  famous  football  clubs 
were  turned  into  gigantic  open-air 
concert  centres.  Twenty,  thirty, 
forty,  fifty  thousand  men  and  women 
provided  unforgettable  spectacles 
as  they  stood  in  wintry  sunshine  or 
biting  wind  to  smg  sea  shanties,  old, 
well-known  choruses,  and — most 
memorable  of  all — “  God  Save  the 
King." 

Villages  and  hamlets  began  to 
organise  their  own  Community  Sing¬ 
ing.  Churches,  clubs,  institutes, 
workshops,  schools  —  practically 
every  place  where  men  and  women 
gather — joined  in. 

Three  months  saw  Great  Britain 
turned  into  a  land  of  song,  and  the 
whole  country  in  the  grip  of  a  new 
force  the  social  consequences  of 
which,  even  now,  are  incalculable. 


EDITOR’S  NOTE 


I  wish  to  express  my  gratitude  to  Mr. 
Geoffrey  Shaw  for  several  useful  sugges¬ 
tions,  and  to  Miss  Kathleen  Markwell 
for  much  valuable  help  in  seeing  this 
book  through  the  press  ;  and  to  thank 
the  following  publishers  for  permission 
to  include  a  number  of  copyright  songs  : — 

Messrs.  J.  Curwen  &  Sons  for  "  Blow 
away  the  morning  dew,"  "  Strawberry 
Fair,”  "  High  Germany,”  “  The  Frog  and 
the  Mouse,”  ”  The  Tailor  and  the  Mouse,” 
and  "  The  Wraggle  Taggle  Gipsies  O,” 
from  English  Folk  Songs  for  Schools 
(Cecil  J.  Sharp  and  S.  Baring  Gould)  ; 
“  Caleno  Custure  Me  ”  from  Shakespeare 
Music  (E.  W.  Naylor)  ;  ”  Bobby  Shafto” 
from  Songs,  Ballads  and  Pipe  Tunes  of 
the  North  Counirie  (W.  G.  Whittaker)  ; 
and  ”  Shenandoah,”  “  Blow  the  Man 
Down,”  "  \Vhat  shall  we  do  with  the 
Drunken  Sailor,”  "  Sally  Brown,”  ”  Billy 
Boy,”  “  Haul  away  Jo,”  "  Fire  Down 
Below,”  ”  The  Sailor  likes  his  Bottle  O,” 
“  The  Drummer  and  the  Coojc,”  ”  Tom's 
gone  to  Hilo,”  “  Johnny  come  down  to 
Hilo,"  and  “Whisky  Johnny”  from 
The  Shanty  Book,  Vols.  1  and  2  (Sir 
Richard  Terry)  ; 

The  Oxford  University  Press  for  “  O 
Faith  of  England,”  “  Ye  Watchers  and 
Ye  Holy  Ones,”  and  “He  who  would 
Valiant  Be  ”  from  The  English  Hymnal  ; 

Messrs.  Erskine  Macdonald,  Ltd.,  for 
“  The  Last  Long  Mile,”  “  And  when  I 
Die,”  “  Rolling  Home,”  “  Aprfesla  Guerre 
Fini,”  and  “  Way  Down  Yonder  in  the 
Cornfield,”  from  Tommy's  Tunes  and 
More  Tommy’s  Tunes  (F.  T.  Nettleing- 
hame)  ; 


Messrs,  Boosey  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  for  "  Hulla- 
baloo-balay  "  from  Six  Sea  Shanties  (S. 
Taylor  Harris)  and  “  Row,  dow,  dow  or 
The  Drum  ”  from  Songs  of  Britain 
(Martin  Shaw  and  Frank  Kidson)  ; 

Messrs.  Hughes  &  Son,  of  Wrexham,  for 
“  Aberystwyth,”  and  for  “  Land  of  my 
Fathers  ” 

Messrs.  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter,  Ltd.,  for 
the  words  of  the  chorus  of  “  Pack  up 
your  troubles  in  your  old  Kit  Bag  ”  ; 

Messrs.  Methuen  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  for  “  The 
Golden  Vanity  ”  and  "  The  Cottage  well 
Thatched  with  Straw  ”  from  Songs  of  the 
West  (S.  Baring  Gould),  and  “  Let  Bucks 
a-hunting  go  ”  from  A  Garland  of  Country 
Song  (S.  Baring  Gould  and  H.  F. 
Sheppard); 

Messrs.  J.  B.  Cramer  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  for 
“  Twankydillo  ”  from  English  County 
Songs  (Lucy  S.  Broadwood  and  J.  E. 
Fuller  Maitland)  and  “  Shule  Agra  ” 
from  Songs  of  the  Four  Nations  (Sir 
Harold  Boulton  and  Arthur  Somervell)  ; 
also  for  “  Ould  John  Braddleum  ”  ; 

Messrs.  Chappell  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  for  the  yrords 
of  “  Come,  here’s  to  Robin  Hood  ”  ; 


JOHN  GOSS. 


Lancaster  Gate,  February,  1927. 
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Him  serve  with  fear,  His 

We  are  His  folk,  He 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His 
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praise  forth  tell,  Come 

doth  us  feed  And 
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for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take, 

it  is  seem  -  ly  so  to  do. 
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For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good: 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore, 
From  men  and  from  the  angel-host 
Be  praise  and  glory  evermore. 


From  “The  English  Hymnal” 


FIGHT  THE  GOOD  FIGHT 

“DUKE  STREET” 


In  moderate  time 
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Fight  the  good  fight  with  all  thy  might,  Christ  is  thy  strength, and  Christ  thy  right; 
Run  the  straight  race  through  God’s  good  grace,  Lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  seek  his  face; 

Cast  care  a  -  side,  up  -  on  thy  guide  Lean,  and  his  mer  -  cy  will  pro  -  vide; 

Faint  not  nor  fear,  his  arms  are  near,  He  chang-eth  not,  and  thou  art  dear,- 
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Lay  hold  on  life,  and 

Life  with  its  way  be 

Lean,  and  the  trust- ing 

On  -  lv  be  -  lieve,  and 
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fore  us  lies, 
soul  shall  prove 
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Thy  joy  and  crown 
Christ  is  the  path, 
Christ  is  its  life, 
That  Christ  is  all 
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e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly. 
and  Christ  the  prize, 
and  Christ  its  love, 
in  all  to  thee. 
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All  through  the  night. 


Still  the  com-ing  day  dis  -  cern  -  ing,  By  the  hope  with 

Though  our  hearts  be  wrapt  in  sor  -  row,  From  the  hope  of 
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ISAAK  WALTON 


THE  ANGLER  S  SONG 
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At  moderate  pace, with  good  rhythm 
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(W.  SHIELD) 
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Plymouth  town  the^e  liv’d  a  maid,  \  In 

took  this  fair  maid  for  a  walk,  /  (B1  you, young  wo  -  men,)  l 

didnt  I  tell  her  sto-nes  too,  (  J  b  0 

when  we’d  spent  my  bloom-ing  screw,  /  Bu 
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But 
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Plymouth  town  there  liv’d  a  maid, 
took  this  fair  maid  for  a  walk,  f /a 
didn’t  I  tell  her  sto-ries  too, 
when  we’d  spent  my  bloom-ing  screw , 
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I  took  this  fair  maid  for  ,a  walk  And  we  had  such  a  lov-ing  talk;  I’ll 

0  didn’t  1^  tell  her  whop-pers  too  Of  the  gold  I  found  in  Tim-buc-too;  I’ll 

But  when  we’d  spent  my  bloom-ing  screw,  She  cut  her  stick  and  van-ish’d  too;  I’ll 


$ 


t 


t 


t 


fer 


w/ 


r 


t 


t 


i 


S 


CHORUS 


22 


ci 


£ 


£ 


£ 


it 


i 


go  no  more  a  -  rov 
go  no  more  a  -  rov 
go  no  more  a  -  rov 
go  no  more  a  -  rov 


ingWith  you,  fair  maid. 

ingWith  you,  fair  maid. 

ingWith  you,  fair  maid. 

ingWith  you,  fair  maid. 


A-  rov  -  ing,  a  -  rov  -  ing,  since  rov-ing^  been  my 


l 


-t 


3 


m 


4- 


r 


m 


M 


zzz 


r 


17 


THE  ASH  GROVE 


AULD  LANG  SYNE 

BURNS  Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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Should  auld  ac-quaint-ance  be  for -got  and  ne  -  ver  brought  to  ir 
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Wauk  -  in7  aye  and  eer  -  ie  Sleep  I  can  get 
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THE  BAILIFF  S  DAUGHTER  OF  ISLINGTON 

Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


On  the  quick  side 


VOICE 
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‘  Give  me  a  penny,  thou ’prentice  good 
Relieve  a  maid  forlorn!” 

‘  Before  I  give  you  a  penny,  sweetheart 
Pray  tell  me  where  you  were  born'.' 

6 

Oh  I  was  born  at  Islington” 

“Then  tell  me  if  you  know 
The  bailiff’s  daughter  of  that  place’.’ 
‘‘She  died, sir,  long  ago” 


7 

“If  she  be  dead,  then  take  my  horse 
My  saddle  and  bridle  also, 

For  I  will  to  some  distant  land 
Where  no  man  shall  me  know.” 

8 

“0  stay,  0  stay,  thou  gentle  youth, 
She  standeth  by  thy  side! 

She’s  here,  alive,  she  is  not  dead, 
But  ready  to  be  thy  bride!” 


BARBARA  ALLEN 


2 1 


VOICE 


PIANO 


In  narrative  style 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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All  in  the  merry  month  of  May, 

When  green  buds  they  were  swelling*, 

Young*  Jemmy  Grove  on  his  deathbed  lay 
For  love  of  Barbra  Allen. 

3 

So  slowly,  slowly  she  came  up, 

And  slowly  she  came  nigh  him, 

And  all  she  said  when  there  she  came: 
“Young*  man,  I  think  you’re  dying*.” 

4 

When  he  was  dead  and  laid  in  grave, 
Her  heart  was  struck  with  sorrow; 

“0  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed 
For  I  shall  die  tomorrow.” 

5 

“Farewell,”  she  said,  “ye  virgins  all, 

And  shun  the  fault  I  fell  in*,” 

Henceforth  take  warning*  by  the  fall 
Of  cruel  Barbra  Allen. 


THE  BARLEY  MOW 
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THE  BAY  OF  BISCAY 

(JOHN  DAVY) 

Not  too  fast,  but  brisk 
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Bay  of_  Bis -cay, 
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I  pri  -  thee  be  -  gone —  from  me!_ 
will  make _  a  young  man  turn  grey,. 
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Too  much 


care!. 
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Be  -  gone!  dull 
And  too  much 
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Back-stay  was  a  bo’  -  sun.  He  was  a  jol  -  ly  boy, 

Once,  sail  -  ing  with  a  cap  -  tain  Who  was  a  jol  -  ly  dog. 

So  Ben  -  ny  he  got  tip  -  sy  Quite  to  his  heart’s  con  -  tent, 

A  shark  was  on  the  starboard  side,  And  sharks  no  man  can  stand, 

They  threw  him  out  some  tack  -  ling  To  give  his  life  a  hope; 
At  twelve  o’clock  his  ghost  appeared  Up  -  on  thequar-ter  deck; 
Through  drink- ing  grog  I  lostmylife  The  same  fateyou  may  meet; 


And  none  as  he  so  mer  -  ri  -  ly  Could 
Our  Ben  and  all  his  messmates  got  A 
And  lean- ing  o’er  the  star-board  side  Right 
For  they  do  gobble  up  ev  -  ’ry-thing  Just 
But  as  the  shark  bit  off  his  head  He 
‘"Ho,  pipe  allhands  a  -  hoy!”  he  cried,l‘From 
So  nev  -  er  mix  your  grog  too  strong, But 
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Fol  de  rol  rid -die  rop,  Chip  chop  cher-ry  chop  Fol  de  rol  ray. 
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BILLY  BOY 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 


VOICE 
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Where  hev  ye  been  aal  the  day, 

Is  she  fit  to  he  yor  wife, 

Can  she  cook  a  bit  o’  steak. 

Can  she  myek  a  fea  -  ther  bed, 


Bil  -  ly  Boy, 
Bil  -  ly  Boy, 
Bil  -  ly  Boy, 
Bil  -  ly  Boy, 


Bil  - 
Bil  - 
Bil  - 
Bil  - 


ly  Boy? 
ly  Boy? 
ly  Boy? 
ly  Boy? 


a  .  OHOKUS_ - 

fh 

S  1 

SOLO _ 

- mf-— - 

f — F 

w-  y--*  0 

*  r 

'  f  -£-t 

1  £  1'  ^  1 

.  2^- 

Is 

Can 


she  fit 
she  cook 


to 
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be  yor  wife,  me  Bil  -  ly  Boy? _ 

bit  o’ steak,  me  Bil  -  ly  Boy? _ 


Can  she  myek  a  fea -ther  bed,  me  Bil  -  ly  Boy?. 


She’s  as  fit 
She  can  cook 
She  can  myek 


to  he  me  wife  As  the 

a  hit  o’  steak,  Aye,  and 

a  fea  -  ther  bed  Fit  for 
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charm- in’  Nan  -  cy  Orey. 

myek  a  gair-  Se  And  me  Nan'  c?  kit-tl’d  me  fan  -  cy,  Oh  me  charm-in’  Bil  -  ly  Boy. 
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JOHN  GAY 


VOICE 


Moderately  slow 


BLACK-EYED  SUSAN 

(RICHARD  LEVERIDGE ,  1725  ?) 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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All  in  the  downs 
William,who  high 
“0  Su-san,  Su  - 
‘‘Believe  not  what 
Theboatswain  gave 


the  fleet  was 
up  -  on  the 
san,love-ly 
the  landsmen 
the  dreadful 
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Rocked  by  the  bil 

My  vows  shall  al 

Who  tempt  with  doubts 
The  sails  their  swell 
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word, 


lows  to 
ways  true 
thy  con 


e 
and 
re  . 
stant 


ing  bos  -  oms  spread; 


When  Black-eyed 
Soon  as  her 
Let  me  kiss 
They  tell  thee 
No  Ion  -  ger 
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must  stay  on 
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He  sighed  and cast 

We  on  -  ly _ meet 

In  ev  -  ’ry —  port 
They  kissed,she_  sighed, 
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Tell  me,_  jo  -  vial. sail  -  ors, _ tell 

Cords  fly _  swift-ly  throughhis  glow-ing 

Changeasye  list,  ye_winas,my-  heart  shall 
Yet  be  -  lieve  them  when  they_  tell  you 
Her  lessen -ing  boat  un  -willing  goes  to 


Does  my  sweet 
As  quick  as 
The  faith -ful 
For  thou  art 
“A  -  dieuf’she 


Wil  -  liam, does  my  sweet 
light  -  ning,  as  quick  as 
com  -  pass, the  faith-ful 
pres  -  ent,  for  thou  art 
cries,  ‘  A  -  dieu!  she 
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Safe  -  ly  owre  the  friend  -  ly  main;  Mony  a  heart  will  break  in  twa,  Should  he  ne’er  come  back'  a-gain. 

trust  -  e<i  you  dear  Chari  -  ie,Theyk’ent  you  hid  -  ing  in  the  glen,  Death  and  ex  -  ile  brav  -  ing. 

Mony  a  gal- lant  chief  did  fa’;  Death  it- self  was  dear  -  ly  bought,  A’  for  Scot-landsking  and  law. 
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Though  in  life  I  used  to  hug  her, 
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solo  He  scarce  had  said  the  word,  when  they  all  jump’d  on  board  solo  Then  here’s  to  all  true  blue,  both  officers  and  crew, 

And  they  hauled  down  the  ensign  neat  and  handy,  0!  Who  tamed  the  Yankees’ courage  neat  and  handy,  0! 

Notwithstanding  all  their  brag,  the  glorious  British  flag  And  may  it  ever  prove  in  battle,  as  in  love, 

At  the  Yankees’  mizen-peak  it  looked  the  dandy,  0!  The  true  British  sailor  is  the  dandy,  0! 

chorus  Yankee  doodle  etc.,  chorus  Yankee  doodle  etc., 


AT  THE  HALT,  ON  THE  LEFT 


Quick  march  time 
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At  the  halt,  on  the  left,  form  pla-toon! 
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At  the  halt,  on  the  left,  form  pla-toon! 
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odd  numbers  don’t  mark  time  two  pa  -  ces,  How  the  deuce  can  the  rest  form  pla-toon? 
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lez  -  vous, 


PACK  UP  YOUR  TROUBLES  IN  YOUR  OLD  KIT-BAG 


Pack  up  your  troubles  in  your  old  kit-bag, 
And  smile,  smile,  smile. 

While  you’ve  a  lucifer  to  light  your  fag, 
Smile,  boys,  that’s  the  style. 

What’s  the  use  of  worrying? 

It  never  was  worth  while,  so 
Pack  up  your  troubles  in  your  old  kit-bag 
And  smile,  smile,  smile. 


Reproduced  by  permission  of  Messrs  Francis,  Day  &  Hunter  Ltd. 
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COCKLES  AND  MUSSELS 
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Mol-ly  Ma  -  lone,  As  shewheeld  her  wheel-bar  -  row  through  streets  broad  and  nar-row,  Cry-ing, 

moth-er  be  -  fore;  And  they  each  wheel’d  their  bar  -  row  through  streets  broad  and  nar-row,  Cry-ing, 

Mol-ly  Ma  -  lone;  Her  ghost  wheels  her  bar  -  row  through  streets  broad  and  nar-row,  Cry-ing, 
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Coc-kles 

and 

Mus-sels! 
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live, 

a  -  live 

oh! 

Coc-kles 

and 

Mus-sels! 
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live, 

a  -  live 

oh! 

A  -  live,  a -live  oh!. 
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Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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Who  killed  Cock  Robin?  “1’,’said  the  spar-row, “With  my  bow  and  ar-row,  I  killed  Cock  Robin’.’ 

Who  saw  him  die?  “I’, ’said  the  fly,  “With  my  lit-tle  eye,  I  saw  him  die’.’ 

Who II  toll  the  bell?  “I’, ’said  the  bull,  “Be-cause  I  qan  pull  I’ll  toll  the  bell’.’ 

Who  11  dig  the  grave?  “IJ’said  the  owl,  “With  my  lit-ile  trowel  I’ll  dig  his  grave’.’ 
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All  the  birds  in  the  air  fell  a  -  sigh-ing  and  a  -  sob-bing  When  they 


heard  of  the  death  of  poor  Cock  Robin, When  they  heard  of  the  death  of. 


paor  Cock  Ro-bin 


John- ny  will  you  go,  John-ny  will  you  go,  John-ny  willyou  go  with  an  E 


solo  Who’ll  be  the  parson? 

“i  said  the  rook, 

With  my  bell  and  book 
I’ll  be  the  parson’.’ 
chorus  All  the  birds  etc. 


solo  Who’ll  be  chief  mourner? 
“I  said  the  dove, 

I  mourn  for  my  love 
I’ll  be  chief  mourner’.’ 

chorus  All  the  birds  etc. 


48 


* 

COLD’S  THE  WIND 


THOMAS  DEKKER  Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 


Ho,  well  done,  to  me  let  come,  Ring  com  -  pass,  gen  -  tie  joy. 
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Come, here’s  to  Ro  -  bin  Hood  Of  the 
Good  Ro-bin  oft  gave  chase  To  the 
When  e’er  he  filled  his  '  can,  He  would 
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mer-ry  greenwood, And  a  bless-ing  on  his  name; 
monks  with  sullen  face,  Till  he  made  them  drop  their  gear; 
drinkto  Ma-ri-an,  To  that  kind  and  love  -  ly  maid; 


Tho’ with  shaft  and  bow  He  de  -  part- ed  long  a  -  go,  ..  Un  - 
And  their  hearts  would  quakeAnd  their  lust-y  limbs  would  shake,  If 
And  he  vowed  her  smileWouldthe  worst  of  cares  be  -  guile  While 
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-  per- ish-ing shall  be  his  name.  Like  a  no  -  ble  soul,  He  loved  a  sparkling  bowl, And  a  gob-let  of  the  best  love 

gal-lantRo -bin  Hood  was  near.  Like  that  yeo-man  brave,  We  hate  a  cant -ing  knave,  As  the  ve-ry  worst  of  com  -  pan  - 

roam-ingin  the  greenwood  shade.  As  the  bowl  we  pass, Each  quaffs  it.  to  his  lass,  Vow-ing  none  to  be  as  fair  as 
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COME,  LANDLORD,  FILL  THE  FLOWING  BOWL 
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-  til  it  doth  run  o  -  ver,  Como, land-lord,  fill  the  flow-ing  bowl  Un  -  til  it  doth  run  o  -  ver. 

goes  to  bed  quite  so  -  ber,  The  man  who  drink-eth  small  beer,  And  goes  to  bed  quite  so  -  her. 

goes  to  bed  right  mel  -  low,  The  man  who  drink-eth  strong  beer,  And  goes  to  bed  right  mel  -  low. 

get -teth  half  seas  o  -  ver,  But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  likes,  And  get-teth  half  seas  o  -  ver. 

goes  and  tells  his  mo  -ther,  The  man  who  kisses  a  pret  -  ty  girl,  And  goes  and  tells  his  mo  -  ther. 
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Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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leave  of  your  dads,  And  a  -  way  to  the  May  -  pole 
I,”  says  Nick ,“’Twas  the  fidd  -  ler  played  it 
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COME  O’ER  THE  SEA 
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come  o’er  the  sea  Maid-en  with  me,  Come  wher-ev-er  the  wild  wind  blows; 


COMIN’  THRO’  THE  RYE 
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Not  too  fast 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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A  COTTAGE  WELL  THATCHED  WITH  STRAW! 

Air.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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of  yore  there  sat  by  the  door, 
old  dad  this  snug  cot-tage  had, 

the  torn  from  my  door  I  don’t  turn, 
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Be  care  -  ful,  lad, 
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So  you’ll  have 
So  I’d  lack 
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And  a  cot-tagewell  thatchd 

And  a  cot-tage  well  thatch’d 

And  a  cot-tage  well  thatch’d 
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OLD  MACDOUGAL  HAD  A  FARM 
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Old  Mac  -  dou  -  gal  had  a  farm  in 
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Old  Mac  -  dou  -  gal  had  a  faring  In 
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*Other  animals  with  their  appropriate  noises  are:-  Hens  (cluck)  Ducks  (quack)  Cows  (moo)  Pig's  (  !)  Cats  (meow)  Ass  (hee  haw) etc. 
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DOWN  AMONG  THE  DEAD  MEN 

JOHN  DYER.  Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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BEN  JONSON 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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THE  DRUMMER  AND  THE  COOK 

Quick  and  with  humour 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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5.  SOLO  Sez  the  drummer  to  the  cookie, “Will  I  buy  the  weddin’  ring?”  6.  SOLO  Sez  the  drummer  to  the  cookie, “Will  ye  name  the  weddin’ day?” 

Sez  the  cookie, “Now  you’re  talkin’.  That  would  be  the  very  tiling!’  Sez  the  cookie, “We’ll  be  married  in  the  merrymontho’ May.” 

CHORUS  With  her  one  eye  etc.  CHORUS  With  her  one  eye  etc. 

7.  SOLO  When  they  went  to  church  to  say“I  will’,’  the  drummer  got  a  nark 

For  her  one  eye  gliffed  the  Parson,  and  the  t’other  killed  the  Clerk. 

CHORUS  With  her  one  eye  etc. 
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EARTH  TO-DAY  REJOICES 
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Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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FAITHFUL  JOHNNY 
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my —  faith-ful  John  -  ny?  When  will  you  come  a  -  gain,  my _  faith-ful 

my_  faith-ful  John  -  ny.  Then  win-ter’s  wind  will  blow,  my_  faith-ful 

my_  faith-ful  John-ny?  Then  will  you  meet  me  here,  my _  faith-ful 
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FAREWELL  TO  FIUNARY 


NORMAN  McLEOD 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 


We  must  up  and  be  a  -  way  We  must  up  and  be  a  -  way 


We  must  up  and  be  a  -  way  Fare  -  well,  fare-well  to  Fiu  -  na  -  ry. 
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THE  FARMER’S  BOY 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MAEKWELL 
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THE  FARMERS  DAUGHTERS 


PIANO 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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Farm-er  he  lived  in  the  west  coun-trie, -  And 

day  they  walked  by  the  riv  -  er’s  brim, When  the 
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SOLO  So  down  the  river  the  maiden  swam, 
CHORUS  Bow  down,  Bow  down, 
SOLO  So  down  the  river  the, maiden  swam, 
Until  she  came  to  the  miller’s  dam. 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 

6 

SOLO  The  miller’s  daughter  stood  at  the  door, 

CHORUS  Bow  down,  Bow  down, 
SOLO  The  miller’s  daughter  stood  atthe  door, 
Blooming  like  a  gillyflower. 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 
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SOLO  “0  Father,  0  Father,  here  comes  a  swan, 
CHORUS  Bow  down,  Bow  down, 

SOLO  ‘0  Father,  0  Father,  here  comes  a  swan, 
Very  much  like  a  gentlewoman.” 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 
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SOLO  The  miller  he  took  his  rod  and  hook, 
CHORUS  Bow  down, Bow  down, 

SOLO  The  miller  he  took  his  rod  and  hook, 

And  he  fished  the  maiden  out  of  the  brook. 
CHORUS  Singing  etc. 
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THE  FROG  AND  THE  MOUSE 

Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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THE  GIRL  I  LEFT  BEHIND  ME 


In  march  time  Arr-  KRIC  MAREO 
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GOD  BLESS  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES 


(BRINLEY  RICHARDS) 


Arr„  ARCHIBALD  JACOp 
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GOD  REST  YE  MERRY,  GENTLEMEN 

Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS. 


3 


i 


* 


no 

ble  King, 

God 

save 

the 

King! 

Send 

him 

vie 

en 

em  -  ies, 

And 

make 

them 

fall. 

Con  - 

found 

their 

pleased 

to  pour, 

Long 

may 

he 

reign! 

May 

he 

de 

1=i 


A  i 

f*  5 


-5- 


0T 


r 


yft  f  tu  r~fr — 


/ 


£ 


t 


m 


1.&  2. 


' '3.  /Tv 


-&s- 


o 

hopes 

heart 


* 


ver  us, 
we  fix, 
ar.d  voice 

N 


God_  save. 


the  King! 


i 


& 


% 


% 


King! 

n\ 


f 


-fi-1 


fr 


r 


XI  j  J  j  j 


GOLDEN  SLUMBERS 
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THE  GOLDEN  VANITY 


Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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When  a  poor  man  came  in  sight  Gath-ring  win-ter 


male  voices  “Hither  page  and  stand  by  me, 

If  thou  know’st  it  telling, 

Yonder  peasant,  who  is  he? 

Where  and  what  his  dwelling?” 
female  voices  “Sire,  he  lives  a  good  league  hence, 

Underneath  the  mountain, 

Right  against  the  forest  fence; 

By  Saint  Agnes’  fountain.” 


female  voices  “Sire,  the  night  is  darker  now, 

And  the  wind  blows  stronger; 
Fails  my  heart,  I  know  not  how, 

I  can  go  no  longer.” 

male  voices  “Mark  my  footsteps,  good  my  page; 

Tread  thou  in  them  boldly-, 

Thou  shaft  find  the  winter  rage 
Freeze  thy  blood  less  coldly.” 


male  voices  “Bring  me  flesh  and  bring  me  wine, 

Bring  me  pine-logs  hither; 

Thou  and  I  will  see  him  dine 
When  we  bear  them  thither.” 
all  together  Page  and  Monarch,  forth  they  went, 

Forth  they  went  together; 
Through  the  rude  wind’s  wild  lament 
And  the  bitter  weather. 


all  together  In  his  master’s  steps  he  trod, 

Where  the  snow  lay  dinted; 
Heat  was  in  the  very  sod 

Which  the  saint  had  printed. 
Therefore,  Christian  men  be  sure, 
Wealth  or  rank  possessing, 

Ye  who  now  will  bless  the  poor, 
Shall  yourselves  find  -blessing. 
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GOOD-NIGHT,  LADIES! 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 


At  moderate  pace 
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VOICE 
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Good  -  night,  la  -  dies,. 
Fare  -  well,  la  -  dies,. 
Sweet  dreams,  la  -  dies,. 


Good 

Fare 

Sweet 


night, 

well, 

dreams, 
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GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES  0 
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ROBERT  BURNS 

With  point 

i-9-th- 

VOICE 
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PIANO 
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SOLO 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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There  s  naught  but  care  on  ev-’ry  hand,  In 
Gie  me  a  can-niehour  at  e’en,  My 
For  you  sae  douce  wha sneer  at  this,  Ye’re 
Auld  na  -  ture  swears  the  lovely  dears,  Her 
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dim. 
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i-es, 

rie, 

-es, 

-es. 
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ev  -  ry  hour  that  pass-es,  0!  What 
arms  a -bout  my  dear- ie,  0!  An 

nought  but  sense-less  ass  -  es,  0!  The 
no  -  blest  work  she  class-es.  Ol  Her 


sig  -  nif-  ies 
warld  -  ly  cares 
wis  -  e'st  man 
’pren-tice  han’ 


the  life  ’o  man,  An’ 
andwarld-ly  men,  May 
the  warld  e,’er  saw,  He 
she  tried  oh  man.  An’ 


’twere 

a’ 

dear  ■ 
then 


na  for 
gae  tap- 
ly  lo’ed 
she  made 


the  lass 
sal- tee¬ 
the  lass 
the  lass 
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THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE 


MOORE 

VOICE 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


PIANO 


harp 

more 


that  once  through  Ta 
to  chiefs  -  and  la 


¥ 
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ra’s  halls  Its 
dies  bright  The 

N 


soul  of 
harp  of 


shed 

swells; 
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3 


Now 
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hangs 

chord 
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as  mute  on 
a- lone  that 


3^£3 
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Ta  -  ra’s  walls 
breaks  the  night 


if  that 
tale  of 


soul  were 
ru  -  in 
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sleeps  the  pride  of 
Free  -  dom  now  so 


#3: 


for  -  mer  days,  So 
sel  -  dom  wakes-,  The 


I 
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m 
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glo  -  ry’s  thrill  is  o’er;  And 

on  -  ly  throb  she  gives  Is 


j-  i  J-  - 

hearts  that  once  beat-  high 

when  some  heart  in  -  dig  - 


for  praise 
nant  breaks 


jg 


Now 

To 


feel  that  pulse  no  more, 

show  that  still  she  lives. 


HAUL  AWAY  JOE 


7» 


VOICE 


PIANO 
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In  a  swinging  rhythm 

-  — 


Arr.  S. TAYLOR  HARRIS 


SOLO 


CHORUS 


Way,  haul  a  -  way, _  we’ll  haul  a  -  way,  Joe. 


SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 


0  once  I  had  a  nigger  gel,  and  she  was  fat  and  lazy 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

Then  I  had  a  Spanish  gel,  she  nearly  druv’  me  crazy 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

King  Louis  was  the  King  of  France  before  the  revolution 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

King  Louis  got  his  head  cut  off  and  spoiled  his  constitution. 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy,  and  so  my  mother  told  me 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

That  if  I  did’nt  kiss  the  gals,  my  lips  would  all  go  mouldy 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 


solo  (PPP)  Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  hang  and  haul  together 
chorus  Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 

solo  (PPPPP)  Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  for  better  weather 

Way,  haul  away,  we’ll  haul  away,  Joe. 


CHORUS 
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HEART  OF  OAK 

(Dr.  BOYCE) 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 


m 
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hon  -  our  we  call 
run,  why,  we  fol  - 
should  their  flat-bot  - 
cheer  up,  my  lads, 


not  press 
and  run 
in  dark  - 
one  heart, 


you 

’em 


like  slaves 
a-shore, 
get  o’er, 
us  sing, 


are  so  free 
they  won’t  fight 
ons  they’ll  find 
iers,  our  sail  - 


as 

us, 

to 

ors. 


the  sons  of 
we  can  -  not 
re-ceive  them 
our  states  -  men. 


the  waves? 
do  more, 
on  shore, 
and  King. 
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i 
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CHORUS 


Heart  of  oak  are  our  ships, Heart  of  oak  are  our  men;  We  al  -  ways  are  rea-dy; 


I 


$ 


£ 


W-^zzzzm. 


£ 


m 


£ 


i 


//- 


y 


* 


rail* 


Steady,  boys,  steady;  We’ll  fight _ and  we’ll  con  -  quer  a- gain  and  a-gain. 


here’s  a  health  unto  his  majesty 
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here’s  to  the  maiden 


R.B.  SHERIDAN 
VOICE 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 


PIANO 
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Here’s 

— 0- 

to 

— w~ 

the 

* — — Jf-  *-  - 

flaun-ting  ex  - 

trav  - 

aTgant  queen. 

And 

here’s 

Here’s 

to 

the 

girl  with  a 

pair 

of  blue  eyes, 

And 

here’s 

Here’s 

to 

the 

wife  with  a 

full 

face  of  woe, 
to  the  brim, 

And 

now 

fill 

a 

pint 

hump  -  er  quite 

up 

And 

let 

to  the  girl  that  is 
us  e’en  toast  them  to 


thrif 

one, 

mer 

geth 


ty. 

Sir- 

ry. 

er. 
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r  r 
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Let  the  toast  pass, 


Drink  to  the  lass. 


i’ll  war- rant  she’ll  prove  an  ex- cuse  for  a  glass. 
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Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 


PIANO 


~w 

ly  love, 
ry  love, 
I’ll  buy 
my  love, 
sed  are 


Pol  -  ly,  the 
Har  -  ry  you 
dap  -  pie  grey  and 
may  -  not  be,  I 
cru  -  el  wars  that 


rout  has 
heark  -  en 
on  it 
can  -  not 
ev  -  er 


* 


* - w - 

now  be  -  gun, 
what  I  say, 
you  shall  ride, 
with  you  ride, 
they  should  rise, 
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we 

must 

be  _  a  - 

march 

ing 

at  the  beat  -  ing 

of_  the 

drum; 

Go_ 

feet 

are 

all_  too 

ten 

der 

I _  can  -  not 

march  a  - 

way; 

Be  - 

all 

my 

heart’s  de  - 

light _ 

will 

be,  a  -  trot  -  ting 

at_  your 

side; 

We'll 

I 

have 

here  my_ 

child  -  ren 

dear, 

at_  home  I 

must  a  - 

bide; 

But- 

out 

of 

mer  -  ry_ 

Eng 

- - - - 

land 

press  many  a 

lad_  like  - 

wise; 

They 
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HOME  SWEET  HOME 

(Sir  HENRY  BISHOP) 


Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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HO-RO,  MY  NUT  BROWN  MAIDEN 

PROFESSOR  BLACKIE  Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 

With  vigour.  chorus 


VOICE 
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Ho  -  ro,  my  nut  brown  maid  -  en,  Hi  - 
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-  ri,  my  nut  brown  maid  -  en,  Ho  -  ro,. 
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maid  -  en,  For  she’s  the  maid  for 
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l  Her_ 
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(And. 


eye  so  mild  -  ly  beam 
Ma  -  ry,  mild  eyed  Ma 
when  with  bios  -  som  lad 


ing,  Her  look 
ry,  By  land 
en,  Bright  sum 


so  frank  and'  free, 
or  on  the  sea, 
mer  comes  a  -  gain, 
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HULLABALOO  BALAY 


VOICE 
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With  considerable  hullabaloo 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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fa  -  ther  kept  a  board 

board  -  ing  house  was  on 

flash  young  fel-low  called  Shal 
•  • 


ing  house, 
the  quay, 
low  Brown, 


Hul  -  la  -  ba  -  loo 


1 — t: 


ba 


-  lay! 
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SOLO 
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Hul  -  la  -  ba  -  loo 


Me  fa  -  ther  kept  a 
ba  -  lah  ba  -  lay !  But  the  lodg-ers  were  near  -  ly 

_  .  He  fol-lowed  me  mo-ther  all 


board  -  ing  house. 

all  at  sea. 
round  the  town. 
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1 . pi ! 


Iff 
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CHORUS 


SOLO  D.S.  Last  verse  (Shout) 
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Hul  -  la  -  ba  -  loo 
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lay! 
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SOLO  Me  father  said  “young  man  me  boy,” 

CHORUS  Hullabaloo  balay!  Hullabaloo  balahbalay! 

SOLO  To  which  he  quickly  made  reply, 

CHORUS  Hullabaloo  balay! 


SOLO  Next  day  while  dad  was  in  the  “Crown,” 

CHORUS  Hullabaloo  balay!  Hullabaloo  balahbalay! 

SOLO  Me  mother  ran  off  with  Shallow  Brown. 

CHORUS  Hullabaloo  balay! 


SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 


LAST  VERSE 
Me  father  slowly  pined  away, 

Hullabaloo  balay!  Hullabaloo  balahbalay! 
’Cause  mother  came  back  on  the  following  day. 
Hullabaloo  balay,  BALAY! 


From  ‘Six  Sea  Shanties’  (S.  Taylor  Harris)  by  permission  of  Messrs  Boosey  &  C9  Ltd. 
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I  AM  A  BRISK  AND  SPRIGHTLY  LAD 

-p  .  .  ..i  ,  v  -v  Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 

Fast,  and  w_ith  good  rhythm 
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am 
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brisk 

and 

spright 
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-  iy 
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lad 

But 

just 

o’er 

come 

— ~m 

home 

from 

- c* - 

sea, 

- 0 — 

Sir, 

Of 

What 

girl 

hut 

loves 

the 

mer  - 

ry 

tar, 

We 

the 

o  - 

cean 

roam, 

Sir, 

In 

But 

when 

our 

coun  - 

try’s 

foes 

are 

nigh, 

Each 

has  - 

tens 

to 

his 

gun, 

Sir, 

We 

Our 

foes 

sub  - 

dued, 

once 

more 

on 

shore 

We 

spend 

our 

cash 

with 

glee, 

Sir, 

And 

* 
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all 

the 

lives 

I 

ev  - 

er 

led, 

A 

— j - 

sail  -  or’s 

life 

for 

me, 

Sir. 

ev  - 

’ry 

clime 

we 

find 

a 

port, 

In 

ev  -  ’ry 

port 

a 

home, 

Sir. 

make 

the 

boast  - 

ing 

French  - 

man 

fly, 

And 

bang  the 

haugh  - 

ty 

Don, 

Sir. 

when 

all’s 

gone, 

we 

drown 

our 

care, 

And 

out  a  - 

gain 

to 

&6d/y 

Sir. 
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ILL  BID  MY  HEART  BE  STILL 


THOMAS  PRINGLE 

Rather  slow. 


Arr  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


PB 


/7\ 


VOICE 


$ 


m 


Ill. 
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I  MARRIED  A  WIFE 


89 

Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 


band  it  did  play,  and  I  danc’d 
mar-ried  an  -  o  -  ther  far  wor 


all  the  way,  With  joy  to  be  sin-gle 
than  t’other,  And  I  longd 


ser 


for  the  old  one 


a  -  gain _ 

a  -  gain _ 

a  -  gain _ 

a  gain _ 

a  -  gain _ 
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THE  ISLAND 


DIBDIN 


VOICE 


Briskly 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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Dad- dy 
Ju  -  lias 
Then  a 
Bat  _ 


PIANO 
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Nep-tnne 

one  day _  to 

Free  -  dom 

did 

say,  _  “If 

ev  -  er  I 

liv’d  np  - 

•  on 

dry 

land, 

The 

Cae  -  sar 

the  Ro-man  who 

yield-  ed 

to 

no  man,  Came  by  wa- ter,  he 

conld-n’t 

come 

*>y 

land ! 

And 

ve  -  ry 

great  war- man, called 

Bil  -  ly 

the 

Nor  -  man,  Cried 

“Hang  it!  I 

nev  -  er 

liked 

my 

land; 

It_ 

par  -  ty 

de  -  ceit  help’d  the 

Nor-mans 

to 

beat,_  Of 

trai-tors  they  man-aged 

to 

bay 

land; 

By  Dane, 

in 
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Says 

Free- 

ri 

dom 

. .  .  .E 

,“Why,  that’s  my 

=¥= 

own 

1-d^ - 

Is  - 

0 

land!’ 

And 

all 

for 

the  sake  of 

our 

Is  - 

land. 

And 

live 

on 

yon  bean  -  ti  - 

ful 

Is  - 

land!’ 

Says 

they 

stack 

to 

the  King  of 

their 

Is  - 

land. 

Poof 

spot  I  would  hit  on 
Dane, Piet,  and  Sax-  on, 
would  he  more  han  -  dy 
Sax  -  on,  or  Pict,_ 


to 
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Oh! 

what  a 

snug 

lit  -  tie 

Is  - 

land,  A 

right 

lit  -  tie,  tight  lit  - 

tie 

Is  - 

land; 

Oh! 

what  a 

snug 

lit  -  tie 

Is  - 

land,  They’d 
land,  Shan’t 

all 

have  a  touch  at 

the 

Is  - 

land, 

he 

“’Tis  a 

snug 

lit  -  tie 

Is  - 

us 

go  and  vis  -  it 

the 

Is  - 

land? 

Har 

-  old, the  King 

of  the 

Is 

land,  He 

lost 

both  his  life  and 
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Is  - 

land; 
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SOLO  Then  the  Spanish  Armada  set  out  to  invade-a, 

Quite  sure  if  they  ever  came  nigh  land, 

They  couldn’t  do  less  than  tuck  up  Queen  Bess, 

And  take  their  full  swing  ifi  the  Island. 

CHORUS  Oh!  the  poor  Queen  and  the  Island, 

The  drones  came  to  plunder  the  Island, 

But  snug  in  her  hive, the  Queen  was  alive, 
And  buzz  was  the  word  in  the  Island. 

6 

SOLO  These  proud  puff  d-up  cakes  thought  to  make  ducks  and  drakes 
Of  our  wealth;  hut  they  scarcely  could  spy  land, 

Ere  our  Drake  had  the  luck  to  make  their  pride  duck 
And  stoop  to  the  lads  of  the  Island. 

CHORUS  The  good  wooden  walls  of  the  Island; 

Huzza!  for  the  lads  of  the  Island; 

Devil  or  Don,  let  them  come  on, 

But  how’d  they  come  off  at  the  Island! 
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All  the  globe  round, 

- 

none 

- 4 - S - - 

can  be  found 

- 4 — 

As 

hap  -  py  as 
some  stay’d  to 

— a 

this 

* 

lit  - 

^3 

tie 

L#-1 - 

Is  - 

land. 

Some  were  shot 

dead— 

some 

of  them  fled, 

And 

live 

on 

the 

Is  - 

land. 

Hop,  skip  and 
That’s  ve  -  ry 

jump,- 

There 

he  was  plump, And  he  kicked  up  a 

dust 

in 

the 

Is  - 

land. 

true ,— 

What 

could  he  do? 

Like  a 

Bri  -  ton  Tie 

died 

for 

his 

Is  - 

land. 

SOLO  1  don’t  wonder  much  that  the  French  and  the  Dutch 
Have  since  oft  been  tempted  to  try  land, 

And  I  wonder  much  less  they  have  met  no  success, 

For  why  should  we  give  up  our  Island? 

CHORUS  Oh!  ’tis  a  wonderful  Island, 

All  of  ’em  long  for  the  Island; 

Hold  a  bit  there,  let  ’em  take  fire  and  air, 
But  we’ll  have  the  sea  and  the  Island. 

8 

SOLO  Then  since  Freedom  and  Neptune  have  hitherto  kept  tune 
In  each  saying.  “This  shall  be  my  land;” 

Should  the  “Army  of  England’,’  or  all  it  could  bring,  land, 
We’d  show  ’em  some  play  for  the  Island. 

CHORUS  We’d  fight  for  our  right  to  the  Island, 
We’d  give  them  enough  of  the  Island; 
Invaders  should  just—  bite  at  the  dust, 

But  not  a  bit  more  of  the  Island. 
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I’SE  GWINE  BACK  TO  DIXIE 

(C.  A.  WHITE)  Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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KING  ARTHUR’S  MEN 
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-  cause  they 
he  was 
keep 
broad  -  cloth 
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V 

could  not  sing,  that  he  did. 

migh  -  ty  clev-er,  that  he  was. 

those  three  rogues  warm,  that  he  did. 
un-der  his  arm,  that  he  did. 


Be  -  cause  they  could  not_  sing-,  thathedid;  Be  - 
And  he  was  migh-ty —  clev-er, that  he  was;  And 
For  to  keep  those  three  rogues  warm,  that  he  did;  For  to 
With  the  broad-cloth  under  his_  arm,  thathe  did;  Withthe 
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-  cause  they  could  not _ 

he  was  migh  -  ty _ 

keep  those  three  rogues 
broad  -  cloth  un-der  his _ 
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sing,  that  he  did; 
clev-er,  that  he  was; 
warm,  that  he  did; 
arm,  that  he  did; 
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He  had  three  sons  of  yore,  and  he 

And  the  third —  he —  was,  a _ 

And  the  lit -tie  tail- or  boy,  he 

And  Old  Nick  he  cut  his  stick  with  the 
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Roll  -  ing  home, 
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Roll-inghome, 
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Roll -ing-  home,. 
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Roll-ing  horned 


By  the  light  of  the  sil-ver  -  y 
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WAY  DOWN  YONDER  IN  THE  CORNFIELDS 
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on  that  farm  she’s  got  a  cow,  Way  down  yon-der  in  the  corn  -  fields 

chorus  Down  by  the  sea  -  Where  the  wa-ter  mel-ons 


SOLO  Down  by  the  sea 
grow 


Where  the  wa  -  ter  mei  -  ons  grow. 

Back  to  ma  home  _ _  I  dare  not 
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say 


if  I  do 
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Have  you  ev  -  er  seen  a  cow  with  a  green  eye  -  brow,  Have  you 

Slow  again _ 
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ev  -  er  seen  a  cow  with  a  green  eye -brow? 
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THE  KEEL  ROW 


VOICE 


PIANO 


Arr.  ERIC  MAREO 


LAND  OF  MY  FATHERS 

(JAMES  JAMES) 


99 


100 


THE  LASS  OF  RICHMOND  HILL 

(J.  HOOK) 
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a 


.Whose  charms  all  oth  -  er  maids  sur-pass,  A  rose  with-ont  ^  a 
_  0  whis-per  to  my  charming  fair,  I  die  for  her  I 
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call  thee  mine, Sweet  lass  of  Rich-mond  Hill, 
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m 


i 


r 


qp: — * 


P 


9  bh,i>  .f-.(i?)j>=sEsi 


P 


r  ;•  ij 


N  PS 


C  p  g 


Hill, 


Id  crowns  re-sign  to  call  thee  mine, Sweet  lass  of  Rich-mond  Hill. 


m 


• — 


3"  i  j; 


rr 


im=p 


p 


# — a 


THE  LASS  THAT  LOVES  A  SAILOR 

(dibdin) 
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Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


word  for  the  tip -pie  And  the  toast,  for  twas  Sat-ur  -  day  night, 
all  such  rips  Own  Brit  -  ish  res  o  lution,” 

nev  -  er  'stand  For  her  -  oes  brave  to  lead  ’em! 


Some  sweet-heart  or  wife  he 

Some  sweet-heart  or  wife  that  he 
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THE  LAST  LONG  MILE 
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not  the  load  on  the  hard  straight  road  that  drives  a  -  way  your  smile, 
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lit  -  tie  wag  -  er,  To  beat  you  on  the  last  long  mile. 
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AND  WHEN  I  DIE 

(CHORUS)  And  when  I  die, 
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Don’t  bur-y  me  at 
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Put  a  bot-tle  of  booze, 
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At  my  head  and  my 


4> 


o:: 


At  my  head  andmy  feet 
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And  then  I  know  my  bones  will  keep. 


my  bones  will  keep. 


And  then  I  know 

APRES  LA  GUERRE  FINI 


A- pres  la  guerre  fi 
A- pres  la  guerre  fi 
Lorsque  la  guerre  fi 


We’ll  go  home  to  Blight -y. 
En-glish  sol  -  dier  par  -  ti. 
Sol-datAn  -  gl.-i.is  par  -  ti. 


Wont  we  be  sor-ry  to  leave  chere  Ger 
Mam’selleFran-caisbeaucoup  pic  -  an  -  m 
Na-poobul-ly  beef  com- me  sou-ven 
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A  -  pres  la  guerre 
A  -  pres  la  guerre 
Ma- dame, your  soup’s 


104 


THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER 
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ERIC  MAREO 


VOICE 


.  u  Moderately  slow 
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last  rose  of _  summer 

leave  thee  thou  lone  one 


Left  bloom  -  ing*  a  -  lone, 
To pine  on  the stem; 


All  her  love  -  ly  com 

Since  the  love  -  ly  are 
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THE  LEATHER  BOTTEL 
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Arr  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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VOICE 


LET  BUCKS  A-HUNTING  GO 

Bright  and  fairly  fast 


Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
>nf  SOLO 
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With  hound  and  horn,  each 

Were  she  my  wife,  how 

How  sweet  my  lot,_  my 

The  mu  -  sic  of _  her 
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ro  -  sy  morn,  let  bucks  a  -  hunt  -  ing  go, 


sweet  my  life, _  In  sta  -  tion  high—  or  low!_ 

home  -  ly  cot,  There’s  none  but  I _  can  know. 

voice,  Pm  sure, Would  charm  poor  Rey  -  nard’s  woe. 
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Were  she  my  wife,  how  sweet  my  life, __ In 
How  sweet  my  lot, _  my  home-ly  cot, There’s 
The  mu  -  sic  of _ her  voice,  I’m  sure, Would 
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And  I’ll  sing,Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 

And  I’ll  sing, Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 

And  I’ll  sing, Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 

And  I’ll  sing,  Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 


and  I’ll  sing,  Tal  -  ly  -  ho! 
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and  I’ll  sing,  Tal  -  ly  -  ho! 
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all  my  fan  -  cy  dwells  with  Nan  -  cy.  And  I’ll  sing, Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 

waA  a  -  larmsher sweetness  charms.  And  I’ll  sing, Tal  -  ly  -  ho!, 

all  my  fan  -  cy  dwells  with  Nan  -  cy.  And  I’ll  sing, Tal  -  ly  -  ho!. 
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In  strict  march  time 


Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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There  was  an  old  prophecy  found  in  a  bog- 

Lilliburlero  bullen  a  la 
That  we  should  be  ruled  by  an  ass  and  a  hog- 
Lilliburlero  bullen  a  la 

Lero  lero,  Lilliburlero  (etc.) 


soLO  The  prophecy’s  true  and  now  come  to  pass 
chorus  Lilliburlero  bullen  a  la 

For  Talbot’s  .the  hog-  and  James  is  the  ass 
Lilliburlero  bullen  a  la 

Lero  lero,  Lilliburlero  (etc.) 
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THE  LINCOLNSHIRE  POACHER 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 
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THE  LITTLE  BROWN  JUG 

(R.  A.  EASTBURN) 


Arr.  ERIC  MAREO 
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LOCH  LOMOND 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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ye’ll  tak’ the  high  road  and  I’ll  tak’  the  low  road,  And  i’ll  be  in  Scot- land  a  -  fore  ye;  But 
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me  and  my  true  love  will  nev-ermeet  a-gain  On  the  bonnie,  bonnie  banks  of  Loch  Lo 


mond. 
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Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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Slowly  and  broodingly 
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I  dreamed  a  dream  the  o  -  ther  night. 


me  at  my  bed  -  side. 


chorus  Lowlands, Lowlands  away  my  John, 

souo  A  red  red  rose  my  love  did  wear. 

chorus  My  Lowlands  away. 

4. 

souo  She  made  no  sound  no  word  she  said. 

chorus  Lowlands, Lowlands  away  my  John. 

solo  And  then  I  knew  my  love  was  dead. 

chorus  My  Lowlands  away. 
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THE  LONDONDERRY  AIR 


Arr  KATHLEEN  MABKWELL 
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*YE  HOLY  ANGELS  BRIGHT 

R.  BAXTER  and  R.  R.  CHOPE  “DARWALL’S  148th.”  J.  DARWALL 


In  moderate  time 
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MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA 

(h.c.work) 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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THE  MARCH  OF  THE  MEN  OF  HARLECH 
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THOMAS  OLIPHANT 

In  firm  march  time 


Arr.  ERIC  MAREO 
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Hark!  I  hear 

Men  of  Har  - 

of’ Mid  the  fray, 

(Fright  -  en’d  steeds 


the  foe  ad  -  vane  -  ing, 
lech  lie  ye  dream-ing? 
see  dead  and  dy  -  ing, 
are  wild  -  ly  neigh-ing. 


Barb  -  ed 
See  ye 
Friend  and 
Braz  -  eh 
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steeds  are 
not  their 
foe  to 
trum  -  pets 


proud  -  ly  pranc- ing; 
fal  -  chions  gleam- ing, 
geth  -  er  ly  -  ing; 
hoarse  -  ly  bray  -  ing, 
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Hel-mets,in  the 
While  their  pen-nons 
All  a  -  round  the 
Wound -red  men  for 


sunbeams  glancing,  Glit-ter  throughthe 
gai  -  ly  streaming  Flut-ter  in  the 
ar  -  rows  fly  -  ing  Scat-ter  sud  -  den 
iner  -  cy  pray  -  ing  With  their  part  -  ing 


trees. 

breeze?! 

death! 

breath! 


From  the  rocks  re-bounding 
Se  e-  they’re  in  dis  -  or  -  der !  - 
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MASSA’S  IN  DE  COLD,  COLD  GROUND 

Sadly  and  fairly  slowW  <STEPHEN  F°STER>  A"-  S'  TAYL0R  HARRIS 
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Round  de  meadows  am  a  ring  - 
When  de  Autumn  leaves  are  fall  - 
Mas  -  samake  de  dark-ies  love 


ing  de  dark -ey’s  mourn -ful 
ing  When  de  days  were 

him  Cayse  he  was  so 


song, 

cold, 

kind, 


While  de  mocking  bird  am  sing 
’Twashard  to  hear  old  Mas- sa  call 
Now  dey  sad-ly  weep  a  -  bove 
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O’er  de  grass  -  y  mound, 
On  de  sand  -  y  shore, 
Cayse  de  tear-drops  flow, 


Hap-py  as  de  day  am  long. 
Cayse  he  were  so  weak  and  old. 
Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dem  be-hind. 


Where  de  i  -  vy  am  a  creep  -  ing 

Now  de  orange  tree  am  bloom  -  ing 

I  can  -  not  work  be-fore  to  -  mor  -  row 
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THE  MEETINCx  OF  THE  WATERS 
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Tenderly,  but  not  too  slowly 


Am  KATHLEEN  MARK  WELL 
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THE  MERMAID 
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We  there  did  es-py  a  pret-ty  fair  maid,  With  a  comb  and  a  glass  in  her  hand,  her  hand,  her  hand, With  a 
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comb  and  a  glass  in  her  hand. 


While  the  rag  -  ing  seas,  the  rag-ing  seas  did  roar,  And  the 
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solo  Then  up  spoke  the  captain  of  our  gallant  ship 
And  a  well-spoken  captain  was  he, 

“For  the  loss  of  our  long  boat  we  all  shall  be  lost, 
And  go  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea” 
chorus  For  the  raging  seas  did  roar.  etc. 

4 

solo  Then  up  spoke  the  cook  with  his  ladle  in  his  hand 
And  a  well-spoken  cook  was  he, 

“I  care  no  more  for  the  pots  and  pans 

Than  I  do  for  the  galleys  of  the  sea.” 

chorus  For  the  raging  seas  did  roar.  etc. 


solo  Then  up  spoke  the  mate  so  sturdy  for  to  view, 
And  a  well-spoken  mate  was  he, 

“I’ve  married  a  wife  in  fair  London  Town, 

And  to-night  she  will  weep  for  me.” 
chorus  For  the  raging  seas  did  roar,  etc., 

5 

solo  Then  three  times  round  went  our  gallant  ship, 
And  three  times  round  went  she, 

And  she  gave  one  whirl,  and  she  gave  one  twirl, 
As  she  sank  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

cHOE.te  For  the  raging  seas  did  roar.  etc. 
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THE  MINSTREL  BOY 


PI  AIN  O' 


The  Min-strel  Boy_  to  the  war  is  gone  In  the  ranks  of  death  you’ll  find  him*,  His 

The  Min-strel  fellL  hut  the  foe  -  man’s  chain  Could  not  bring*  his  proud  soul_  un  -  der:  The 
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MY  BONNIE 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME 

(STEPHEN  C.  FOSTER) 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 
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corn  -  top’s  ripe  and  the  mea-dows  in  the  bloom,  While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  day; 
sing-  no  more  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon,  On  the  bench  by  the  old  cafe- in  door; 
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young  folks  roll  on  the  lit  -  tie  cab-in  floor, 

day  goes  by  like  a  sha-dow  o’er  the  heart, 


All  mer-ry,  all  hap-py  and  bright; 
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old  Kentuck-y  home,  good  night, 

old  Kentuck-y  home,  good  night. 
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JESU,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL 


“ABERYSTWYTH” 


JOSEPH  PARRY 


9r 


1 


-  v> 


ii 


Je  -  su,  Lov-er  of  my  soul,  Let  mo  to  Thy  bos-om  fly,  While  the  nearer 

Oth-  er  re  -  fug*e  have  I  none;  Hangs  my  help-less  soul  on  Thee;  Leave,  ah!  leaveme 

Plen  -  teous  grace  with  Thee  is  found,  Grace  to  clehnse  from  every  sin;  Let  the  heal-ing 
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wa  -  ters  roll,  While  the  tern -pest  still  is  high:  Hide  me,  0  my  Sav  -  iour,  hide, 

not  a  -  lone,  Still  sup -port  and  com -fort  me.  All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stay’d, 

streams  a  -  bound;  Make  and  keep  me  pure  with  -  in.  Thou  of  life  the  foun- tain  art; 
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Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past;  Safe  in  -  to  the  ha-ven  guide,  0  he  -  ceive my  soul  at  last. 
All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring;  Co  -  ver  my  de  -  fenceless  head  With  the  sha-dow  of  thy  wing. 
Free-ly  let  me  take  of  Thee;  Spring  Thou  up  with -in  mv  heart, Rise  to  all  e  -  tern-i  -  ty. 
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0  THE  OAK  AND  THE  ASH 
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Child,  for  us  sinners 
Poor  and  in  the  manger, 

Fain  we  embrace  thee,  with  awe  and  love 
Who  would  not  love  thee 
Loving  us  so  dearly 

0  come,  let  us  adore  him,  etc. 
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Sing,  choirs  of  Angels, 

Sing  in  exultation, 

Sing,  all  ye  citizens  of  heaven  above; 
Glory  to  God 
In  the  Highest: 

0  come,  let  us  adore  him,  etc 
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Yea,  Lord,  we  greet  thee, 

Born  this  happy  morning, 

Jesu,  to  thee  be  glory  given; 

Word  of  the  Father, 

Now  in  flesh  appearing: 

0  come,  let  us  adore  him,  etc. 
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“PSALM  68" 


T,  A.  L. 


M.  GREITER 


In  moderate  time,  very  dignified 


0 

Faith 

t-  r~ 

of  Eng  - 

land, 

taught  of 

— © - 

— © - 

old 

o 

By 

Our 

fa  - 

thers  heard  the 

trum-pet 

call 

Thro’ 

Our 

fa  - 

thers  held 

the 

faith  re  - 

ceived, 

By 

Though 

fre  - 

quent  be 

the 

loud  a  - 

j  i 

larms,  Though 

s 


f  r  r 


-e- 


faith-ful 
low  -  ly 
Saints  de 
still  we 

— J - sL 


shep -herds  of  the 
cot  and  king  -  ly 
dared, by  Saints  be  - 
march  by  ambushed 


-©- 


£ 


r^=f 


o 

fold,  The 
hall  From 
lieved,  By 
arms  Of 


m 


-tv¬ 


hallowing  of  our 
o  -  ver-  sea  re 
Saints  in  death  de 
death  and  hell  sur 

,\  * 


x> 


r-M'  r 


na  -  tion; 
sound  -  ing; 
fend  -  ed;_ 
round  -  ed;  _ 

-4^ 


Thou 

They 

Thro’ 

With 


xv 


O- 


..IV. 


wast  thro’  many  'a 
bowed  their  stub-born 
pain  of  doubt  and 
Christ  for  chief  we 

j= A — j 


£ 


weal- 
wills 
bit  - 
fear 


thy  year, 
to  learn 
ter-  ness, 
no  foe, 


o 


r 


ytbl 


-e- 


-©- 


o 


J 


r  f  f 


- o - 

Thro’ 

The 

Thro’ 

Nor 


fTT  r ;  'r=H 


or 


3E 


many 

truths 


a 

that 
pain  of 
force  nor 


dark-ened  day  of  fear  The 
live,  the  thoughts  that  burn,  With 
dis  -  tress,  They 
-  yer -throw The 


r 


eo 


trea-son  and 
craft  can  o 


rock  of  our  sal  -  va 
new  re -solve  a  -  bound 
for  the  right  con  -  tend 
Churchthat  he  has  found 


tion; 
ing; . 
ed;  _ 
ed:  _ 


- © — 

-4 — A — , 

A 

1 

-*-= - - - f - 

— ° - 

rA~ 

4 

■4 

d  . 

:  -tt— - 

y - © - 

f  "fed 

—  — 9  ^  1 

XV  — 

o 

r 

-M- 

-r-1 

— © - ^ 

I 


3E 


J  J  d 


Z&1 


$ 


xv 


A  A  i=d 


fctz 


£ 


-e- 


f=f=f 


-e- 


•  - 

glo-rious 

glo-rious 

glo-rious 

glo-rious 


zni 


w 


-©©- 


A  - 
A  - 
A  - 
A  - 


rise, 

rise, 

rise, 

rise. 


-O 


o 


4 


a  -  rise, good  Chris-tian  men,  Your 
a -rise, good  Chris-tian  men,  Your 
a -rise,  good  Chris-tian  men,  Your 
a  -  rise, good  Chris-tian  men,  Your 

\—A  A.  ■£.  A  -©-  -A-r 

i  — ir-  r-z; — rfr 


i 


stan-dard 

stan-dard 

stan-dard 

stan-dard 

J.  * 


raise  a 
raise  a 
raise  a 
raise  a 

j  J 


IPi 


gain 

gain 

gain 

gain 

A1 

..  O  - 


The 

The 

The 

The 

A-  v  jj. 


as; 


17 

J  — H 

_ 

9- 

7  'A 

VT_ n 

...  

- « 

- T. 

V   

■  '"O - 

fj  .  n  . 

Cross  of  Christ  who 
Cross  of  Christ  who 
Cross  of  Christ  who 
Cross  wherewith  he 

J.  A  A  J- 


AT 


calls  you; 
guides  you; 
bought  you; 
signed  you; 


-o- 


Who 

Whose 

Who 

The 

-too 


bids  you  live  and 
arm  is  bared  to 
leads  you  forth  in 
King  him  -  self  shall 

j  j.  \>A  j 


bids  you  die 
join  the  fray, 
this  new  age 
lead  you  on, 

4  44 


i 


i? 


,i  4  J  J  .)  ,i 


% 


p  b  =g= 


-©- 


:p=r 


r  i8 .  f  .  r-f 


L ..L,  c: "'gr 


— o — 

For 

Who 

With 


© — 

his  great  cause  and  stands  on'  high 
mar-shalls  you  in  stern  ar  -  ray, 
long  -  en  -  dur  -  ing  hearts  to  wage 

Shall  watch  you  till  the  strife  be  done, 

=4=£  i  /—  i — j— V- 


oo 


©o 


To 

Fear  - 

The 

Then 


± 


o 


Q 


wit-nesswhat  be  - 
less,  what -e’er  be  - 
war  -  fare  he  has 
near  his  throne  shall 

A -A  A-  j 


you. 

you. 


falls 
tides 
taught  you 
find  you 
J.- — -J 

g=-— S= 


xv 


XV 


T 


w 


*  From  “The  English  Hymnal”:  By  permission  of  the  Oxford  University  Press 


OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT 


129 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 


bound _  me, 

-  er, 


Fond  mem’  -  ry  brings  the  light  of 

iVe  seen  a  -  round  me  fall  Like 


oth  -  er  days  a 
leaves  in  win- try 


round 

weath 


$ 


u 


0 - 0 


r 


f 


r 


w - 


u 


chorus 


s  s  sis 


d-gjf  ir  -  r  gw 


i 


dimm’d  and  gone,  The  cheer  -  ful  hearts  now  bro 


ken! 


Thus  in  the  still-y  nig*ht,Ere 


f . —  — ' 

m  .  .   M  ... 

If  -0- 

p"  ■-■•=[ 

- 0 

■;  ■■ :  ”■  ■ 

-  , 

m  . . '  a  •  -  '  2-  - 

J . r  - 

f-  -rM 

^  *  t-I 

^  '  11 

■  r  1 

r  ■— r  =j 

ISO 


OLD  BLACK  JOE 
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1  Way  down  up- on  de  Swan-ee  rib-ber, 

3  All  roun’ de  lit -tie  farm  I  wandered, 

3  One  lit -tie  but  a  -  mong  de  bush-es. 
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Dere’s  where  my  heart  is  tufcn-ing  eb-ber:  Dere’s  where  de  ole  folks  stay. 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap  -  py  days  I  squandered,  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I  sung. 

Still  sad-ly  to  my  mem-’ry  rush-es,  No  mat-ter where  I  rove. 
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I  was  young; 
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mer-ry  old  soul  was  he, 


He  called  for  his  pipe 


and  he  called  for  his  bowl,  And  he 
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Then  i  fid-dle-did-dle  dee,  fid-dle  dee  went  the  fid- dlers, 

Then  0|  fid-dle-did-dle  dee,  fid-dle  dee  went  the  fid  -  dlers, 
*1Toot-le-toot-le- too,  toot-le  -  too  went  the  pip  -  ers, 
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solo  Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  harpers  three. 

Ev’ry  harper  he  had  a  fine  harp, 

And  a  very  fine  harp  had  he. 


solo  Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  drummers  three, 

Ev’ry  drummer  he  had  a  fine  drum, 

And  a  very  fine  drum  had  he. 


CHOR.  Then  fiddle-diddle  dee,  fiddle  dee  went  the  fiddlers  cHOR.Then  fiddle-diddle  dee,  fiddle  dee  went  the  fiddlers 
Tootle-tootle-too,  tootle-too  went  the  pipers,  Tootle-tootle-too,  tootle-too  went  the  pipers, 

Twang-a-twang-a-twang,  twang-a-twang  went  the  harpers,  Twang-artwang-a-twang,  twang-a-twang  went  the 

Merry  men  are  we  etc .  Rub-a-dub-ardub,  rub-ardub  went  the  drummers,  "  ’ 

Merry  men  are  we  etc. 
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(ARMY  VERSION) 


Old  King1  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Privates  three. 

Now  every  Private  had  a  great  thirst, 

And  a  very  great  thirst  had  he, 

“Beer!  Beer!  Beer!”  said  the  Private, 

For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Sergeants  three. 

Now  every  Sergeant  had  a  loud  voice 
And  a  very  loud  voice  had  he, 

“Move  to  the  right  in  fours,”  said  the  Sergeant 
For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Subalterns  three. 

Now  every  Subaltern  had  a  big  grouse, 

And  a  very  big  grouse  had  he, 

“We  do  all  the  work,”  said  the  Subaltern. 

For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  bis  Captains  three. 

Now  every  Captain  had  a  fine  figure, 

And  a  very  fine  figure  had  he, 

“We  v/ant  three  months  leave,”  said  the  Captain 
For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 


Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  mejry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Majors  three. 

Now  every  Major  had  a  big  swear, 

And  a  very  big  swear  had  he, 

“Blankety,  blankety,  blank,”  said  the  Major 
For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Colonels  three. 

Now  every  Colonel  had  a  sore  head, 

And  a  very  sore  head  had  he,  [Colonel 

“Wliat’s  the  next  word  of  command,”  said  the 
For  merry  men  are  we, 

And  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul, 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he, 

He  called  for  his  pipe,  and  he  called  for  his  bowl, 
And  he  called  for  his  Generals  three. 

Now  every  General  had  two  red  tabs 
And  two  red  tabs  had  he, 

“What’s  the  plan  of  campaign,”  said  the  General, 
“What’s  the  next  word  of  command,”  said  the  Colonel, 
“Blankety,  blankety,  blank,”  said  the  Major, 

“We  want,  three  months  leave,”  said  the  Captain, 
“We  do  all  the  work,”  said  the  Subaltern, 

“Move  to  the  right  in  fours,”  said  the  Sergeant, 
“Beer!  Beer!  Beer!”  said  the  Private 
Very  merry  men  are  we, 

For  there’s  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  boys  of  the  AR-R-MY. 
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OLD  TOWLER 
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Arr.  ROBIN  MILFORD 
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Bright  chan-ti-cleer  pro-claims  the  dawn,  And 
The  cor- dial  takes  its  mer- ry  round,  The 
Poor  stag!  the  dogs  thy  haun-ches  gore,  The 
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span  -  gles  deck  the  thorn; —  The  low-ing  herds  now  quit  the  lawn, The  lark  springs  from  the  corn.. 

laugh  .and  joke  pre  -  vail, -  The  hunts-man  blows  a  jo  -  vial  sound, The  dogs  snuff  up _  the  gale;. 

tears  run  down  thy  face; -  The  hunts-man’s plea-sure  is  no  more,  His  joys  were  in _  the  chase _ 
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Hark  for-ard, 
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GLORY  TO  THEE,  MY  GOD,  THIS  NIGHT 


BISHOP  KEN 

Slow  and  dignified 


“TALLIS’  CANON” 


T.  TALLIS 
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Glo  -  ry  to  thee,  my 

For  -  give  ''me,  Lord,  for 
Teach  me  to  live,  that 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all 
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God,  this  night  For  all  the  bless  -ings  of  the  light; 

thy  dear  Son,  The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done, 

I  may  dread  The  grave  as  lit  -  tie  as  my  bed; 

bless- ings  flow,  Praise  him,  all  crea-tures  here  be  -  low, 
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Keep  me,  0  keep  me, 

That  with  the  world,  my  ■ 
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*When  sung  as  a  canon  the  second  voice  begins  here 
From  “The  English  Hymnal” 
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ONE  MAN  WENT  TO  MOW 


VOICE 


[  Commence  each  verse  with  these  two  bars  then  go  to 
[appropriate  bar  as  numbered. 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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went  to  mow  a  meadow;  One  man  and  his  dog 
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ONE  MORE  RIVER 


VOICE 


PIANO 
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Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 

f  SOLO, 


N  N 
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1.  Old  No  -  ah  once  he 
i*.  He  went  to  work  to 
;j.The  an  - 1  -  mals  went  in 
4. The  an  -  i  -  mals  went  in 
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built  the  ark, 

load  his  stock,  ^jiere’sone  moreriv-er  to 

one  by  one, 

two  by  two, 


cross: 


And  patched  it  up  with  hick-o  -  ry  bark,\ 

He  anchored  the  ark  with  a  great  big  rock,  (Tbpres 
[The  el  -  e-phant chewing  a  car- a  -  way  bun,  i  x  iC 
[The  rhin-o  -  cer-os  andthekan  -  ga-roo,  ) 
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CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 
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CHORUS 
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CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 

SOLO 

CHORUS 


There’s  one  more  riv^r  to.  cross* 

The  bear,  the  flea,  and  the  bumble  bee. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross, etc. 

6.  The  animals  went  in  four  by  four, 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

Old  Noah  got  mad  and  hollered  for  more. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 

7.  The  animals  went  in  five  by  five. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 
With  Saratoga  trunks  they  did  arrive. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 

8.  The  animals  went  in  six  by  six, 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

The  hyena  laughed  at  the  monkey’s  tricks. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 


solo  9.  The  animals  went  in  seven  by  seven, 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

solo  Said  the  ant  to  the  elephant;  who  are  you  a-shovin?  ’ 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 

solo  10.  The  animals  went  in  eight  by  eight 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 
solo  They  came  with  a  rush  ’cause’twas  so  late. 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 

solo  11.  The  animals  went  in  nine  by  nine 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cfoss; 

solo  Old  Noah  shouted,  cut  that  line.” 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 

solo  12.  The  animals  went  in  ten  by  ten, 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 
solo  The  ark  she  blew  her  whistle  then. 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 
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solo  13.  And  then  the  voyage  did  begin, 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

solo  "  '  .  '  '  ' 

chorus 


Old  Noah  pulled  the  gang-plank  in. 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. etc. 


solo  li.Thty  never  knew  where  they  were  at 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

solo  Till  the  old  ark  bumped  on  Ararat. 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 


solo  15.The  old  ark  landed  high  and  dry, 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 
solo  The  cow  kissed  the  baboon  good-bye. 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. etc. 

solo  16. Now  please  just  look  out  for  the  text, 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross; 

solo  To  be  continued  in  our  next. 

chorus  There’s  one  more  river  to  cross,  etc. 


GREEN  GROW  THE  RUSHES -HO 
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(Sing-  these  two  bars  at  the  end  of  the  first  verse  only ) 
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one  and  all 
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(Sing  these  four  bars  at  the  end  of  every  verse  except  the  first) 
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als,  (back  to  2)  Four  for  the  Gos  -  pel  mak 


ers,  (back  to3) 


(Sing  these  three  bars  at  beginning  of  verses  V  to  XIl) 
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Green  g-row  the  rush-es  -  ho. 
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the  seven  stars 
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ON  ILKLEY  MOOR  BAHT  ’AT 


Loud  and  fairly  fast 
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Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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VOICE 
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PIANO 
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Wheear  ’as 


tha  been  sin’  ah  saw  thee? 


OULD  JOHN  BRADDLEUM 
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Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


VOICE 


A  Stolidly 


PIANO 


Rum  -  turn  -  tad-dle  -  um,  Ould  John  Brad-dle-um,  Hey,  what  coun  -  try  folk  we  be! 
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SOLO  Number  Foive,  Number  Foive; 

Ould  folks  die  when  they  can’t  stop  alive; 
CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum -turn -taddle-um,  etc. 

6 

SOLO  Number  Six,  Number  Six; 

Some  use  crutches  when  they  cant  use  sticks; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum -turn -taddle-um,  etc. 

7 

SOLO  Number  Seven,  Number  Seven; 

Some  loikes  t’other  place,  gie  I  Heaven  ; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-tum-taddle-um,  etc. 

8 

SOLO  Number  Eight,  Number  Eight; 

Some  folks  drink  till  they  can’t  walk  straight; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-tum-taddle-um,  etc. 


'  9 

SOLO  Number  Nine,  Number  Nine; 

Some  drinks  beer  cos  they  cant  get  wine; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-turn  -taddle-um,  etc. 

10 

SOLO  Number  Ten,  Number  Ten; 

There  bean’t  no  women  where  they  beant  no  men; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-tum  -taddle-um,  etc. 

11 

SOLO  Number  Eleven,  Number  Eleven; 

Much  about  t’same  as  number  seven; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-tum-taddle-um,  etc. 

12 

SOLO  Number  Twelve,  Number  Twelve; 

If  you  wants  any  mowre  you  can  sing  it  yerselves; 

CHORUS  Wi’  a  Rum-tum-taddle-um,  etc. 
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0,  WHO  WILL  O’ER  THE  DOWNS 

Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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With  strength,  but  expressive _ 
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who  will  o’er  the 
saw  her  bower  at 
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who  will  up  and  fol  -  low  me,  To  win  a  bloom-ing  bride? 

saw  her  bower  at  break  of  day, ’Twas  guard  -  ed  then  no  more, 

gal  -  lant  band  with  swo£rd  in  hand,  To  break  herpris-on  through. 
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the  door,  Her  moth-er  keeps  the  key, 
a-sleep,And  none  was  there  to  see 
at  night, She’s  wait- ing  now  for  me, 
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Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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PEACEFUL  NIGHT,  HOLY  NIGHT 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVEP 


VOICE 


PIANO 


With  a  gentle  swing 
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Peace-ful  night,  ho  -  ly  night!  All  a  -  round  is  calm  de-light; 

Peace-ful  night,  ho  -  ly  night!  Far  a  -  bove_  a  star  shines  bright; 
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THE  PIPER  0’  DUNDEE 


VOICE 


,  Fairly  fast  and  well  marked 

—  - m  - - 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


PIANO 
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POLLY-  WOLLY-  DOODLE 


Arr,  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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THE  RED  RIVER  VALLEY 
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Broadly,  with  expression 


Arr. Kathleen  markwell 
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It’s  a  long-  time  now  Ive been  wait-ing 
When  you  go  to  your  home  o’er  the  o  -  cean, 
And_  should  you  ev  -  er  re  -  turn _ r 


For  those  words  that  younev  -  er  will  say;  And  its 

Oh  re  -  mem  -  ber  the  ma-ny  hap-py  hours  That  you 

To  this  lone  prair-ieland  of  the  West,  May  the 


now  that  my  fond  heart  is  break-ing, 

spent  in  the  Red  Riv-er  Val-ley, 

white  girl  you  mar  -  ry  re  -  mem-ber 


For  thej  say  you  are  go  -  ing  a  -  way. 

And  the  love  you  exchanged ’midst  its  bowers. 

That  the  Red  Maid-en  loved  you  the  best. 
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RICHARD  OP  TAUNTON  DENE 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 


Fairly  quickly  and  with  point 
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Last  New  Year’s  Day,  as  Ive_heard  say, 

Miss  Jean  she  came  with  -  out_  de  -  lay 

‘‘I’m  hon  -  est, though  I  be _  but  poor, 

“Sup-pose  that  1  should  be _ your  bride, 


Young  Rich-ard  he  mounted  his  dap  -  pie 
To  hear  whatyoung  Dicky  had  got_  to 
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SOLO  *  Why,  I  can  plough  and  I  can  sowT, 

And  sometimes  to  market  go 

With  Farmer  Johnsons  strour  an'S  hay, 

And  I  can  earn  my  ninepence  every  day. 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 

7 


6 

SOLO  Ninepence  a  day  will  never  do, 

For  I  must  have  silks  and  satins  too  ; 
Ninepence  a  day  won’t  buy  us  meat!’ 
“Adzooks’,’ says  Dick, “I’ve  a  sack  of  wheat’.’ 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 


SOLO  Dick’s  compliments  did  so  delight, 

They  made  the  family  laugh  outright . 

Young  Richard  took  huff,  no  more  would  say, 
He  kicked  up  old  Dobbin  and  rode  away  . 

CHORUS  Singing  etc. 


THE  RIO  GRANDE 
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Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 


With  a  swing 
krrr?  " . .  ■■K 
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0  say,  were  you  ev  -  er  in 
bye,  fare  you  well,  all  you 
pack  up  your  don -key  and 
you  Bower-y  la  -  dies,  we’d 


Ri  -  o  Grande, 
la-dies  of  town, 
getun-der  way, 
have  you  to  know, 
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there  that  the  ri  -  ver  runs  down 

left  you  e  -  nough  for  to  buy 

g-irls  we  are  leav-ing-  can  take 

bound  to  the  Southward,  0  Lord 


g-old-  en  strand,  And  we’re 
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let 
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Grande. 

Grande. 

Grande. 

Grande. 


]All  except  last  Chor}  Last  time 


fare  ye  well,  in/  pret-ty  young  gel,  For  we're  bound  for  the  Ri-o  Grande.  Ami  good  Grande 
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ROBIN  ADAIR 


PIANO 


With  feeling 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 
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What’s  this  dull  town  to  me?  Ro  -  bin’s  not  here. 

What  made  th’as  -  sem  -  bly  shine?  Ro  -  bin  A  -  dair. 

But  now  thou’rt  cold _  to  me,  Ro  -  bin  A  -  dair. 
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Ro  - 

bin_ 
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Oh! 

I 
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Ro  - 

bin 
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dair. 

ROW,  DOW,  DOW  OR  THE  DRUM 
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In  march  time 
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the  world 
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at 
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den 
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Great 
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dow. 

last, 

at 
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The 

French-men 

ran 
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fly 
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And  they’ll  all  fly  at  its  rc 

>w,  dow,  dow. 
iw,  dow,  dow. 

>w,  dow,  dow. 

>w,  dow,  dow. 

/  J  1  v,  n  m  1  1  » 

/  /  bk 

- 1 

a 

3  »  J— 

- # - 

— 

2  /  ^ 

1 

5_ m 

- & 

1  An)  — • 

0 

^  i 

- ^ - 

— <  — * 

4 

m 

- a 

• 

3 

1  «7  J 

i  i 

t - • 

Kl 

; - ■ 

• 

1 

■  tlT  T  111  k 

1  »  rrn - a 

9 

— ■ 

a 

— 0 

— 

- 0 

0 

0 

- a 

- 0 

— 

- A - 

^  v  Z. 

* 

i: 

•0 

— 

V 

if 

1 

0 

152 


*A  SAFE  STRONGHOLD  OUR  GOD  IS  STILL 

“EIN’  FESTE  BURG” 


Tr.  THOMAS  CARLYLE 

Very  slow  and  solemn 
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MARTIN  LUTHER 
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THE  SAILOR  LIKES  HIS  BOTTLE,  0 

Rollicking 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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pac-ket  o’  shag,  and  a 
lass-es  o’  Blyth,  and  the 


bot  -  tie  o  gin, 
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ST  PATRICK  WAS  A  GENTLEMAN 

Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 
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SALLY  BROWN 


155 


Air.  RALPH  GREAVES 


Smooth  and  even,  and  fairly  fast 
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solo  Sally  Brown,  I’m  bound  to  leave  you, 

chorus  Way -ay- a,  Roll  and  go. 
solo  Sally  Brown,  I’ll  not  deceive  you. 

chorus  Spend  my  money  on  Sally  Brown. 
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solo  Sally  lives  on  the  old  plantation, 
chorus  Way- ay- a,  Roll  and  go. 
soi o  She  belongs  to  Wild  Goose  nation. 

chorus  Spend  my  money  on  Sally  Brown. 
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SALLY  IN  OUR  ALLEY 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARK  WELL 
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dar  -  ling-  of  my  heart, 

day _  that  comes  be  -  twixt 

her _  I’d  rath-er  be _ , 


ives  in  our  al-ley. 
Sat  -  ur-day  and  Mon-day. 
slave  and.  row  a  gal -ley. 


There’s  ne’er  a 
Oh  then  I’m 
But  when  my 


la  -  dy 
dressed  all 
seven  long- 


in  the 
in  my 
years  are 


M  i 


Is  half 
To  walk 
Oh  then 
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so  sweet  as  Sal-ly;  She  is  the  daf^=jr  ling-  of  my 
a-broadwith  Sal-ly;  She  is  the  dar  -  ling-  of  my 
I’ll  mar  -  ry  Sal-ly;  And  then  how  hap  -  Tly  we’ll" 


heart,  And 
heart,  And 
live _  But 
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Last  verse 
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in  our. 
in  our. 
in  our. 


al-ley. 

al-ley. 
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al-ley. 
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SCOTS  WHA  HAE 
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Wei  -  come  to  your  go  -  ry  bed,  Or  to  Vic  -  to  -  rie! 

Wha  sae  base  'as  be  a  slave?  Let  him  turn  an’  flee! 

We  will  drain  our _ dear  -  est  veins.  But  they  shall  be  free! 
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Now’s  the  day  and,  now’s  the  hour, 

Wha  for  Scot  -  lands  king  an’  law, 

L a}'  the  proud  us  -  ur  -  pers  low! 


See 

Free 
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the  front  o’ 
doms  sword  will 
rants  fall  in 


bat  -  tie  lour, 
strong  -  ly  draw, 
eve  -  ry  foe! 
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See  ap-proach  proud 
Free  -  man  stand,  or 

Lib  -  er  -  ty’s _ in 
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free  -  man  fa’,  Let  him  fol 
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THE  SHAN  VAN  VOCHT 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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Shan  van  vocht,  And  the 

Shan  van  vocht,  We’ll  be 

Shan  van  vocht,  He’s  a 


0  -  rang’e  will  de  -  cay,  _ 
0  -  rang-e-men  no  more, 
loy  -  al  Rib  -  bon  man,. 


Says  the  Shan  van  vocht. 

Says  the  Shan  van  vocht. 

Says  the  Shan  van  vocht. 
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SHENANDOAH 
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Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 


VOICE 


PIANO 
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SHULE  AGRA 


AP.  GRAVES  Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 


SIR  EGLAMORE 
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Arr.  KATHEEN  MARKWELL 
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val  -  iant  knight, 
out  of  his  den, 
plaguey  hard  hide, 
down  and  roared, 


Fa,  la, 


IHe  took  up  his  sword  and  he  went  for  to 
Which  had  killed  !  know  not  how  man.y 
Which  could  the  strong  -  est  steel  a- 
The  knight  was  sor  -  ry  for  his  sword 


fight, 
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Fa,  la, 


And 

as 

he 

rode 

o’er 

hill 

and  dale, 

All 

arm  -  ed  with 
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But 

when 

he 

see 

Sir 
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la  -  more, 

If 

you’d  but  heard  how  that 

But 

as 

the  drag 

-  on  yawning 

did  fall, 

He 

thrust  his  sword 
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The 
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it 

was 

a 

right 

good  blade, 
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coat  of  mail,, 
drag -on  did  roar,. 

hilt  and  all. _ 

Span  -  iard  made. 
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Fa  la  lan -ky down  dil-ly.. 
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solo  When  all  was  done  to  the  ale-house  he  went, 
chorus  Fa, la,  lanky  down  dilly, 

solo  And  presently  his  tuppence  was  spent, 
chorus  Fa, la,  lanky  down  dilly, 

solo  He  was  so  hot  with  fighting  the  dragon, 

And  nought  could  quench  his  thirst  but  a  flagon. 
chorus  Fa,  la,  la, la,  Fa  la  lanky  down  dilly. 


solo  Well  now  let  us  pray  for  the  King  and  the  Queen, 
chorus  Fa,  la,  lanky  down  dilly, 

solo  And  eke  in  London  that  may  be  seen, 
chorus  Fa, la,  lanky  down  dilly, 

solo  As  many  knights  and  as  many  more, 

And  all  as  good  as  Sir  Eglamoro  : 
choru3  Fa,  la,  la,  la,  Fa  la  lanky  down  dilly. 
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SO  EARLY  IN  DE  MORNING 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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tie  when  him  x  dry, 
since  I  was  born, 


While  we 
Brush 
Miss 
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now 


gers  toiled  all  day. 

de  blue -tailed  fly. 

he’s  dead  and  gone. 
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SONG  OP  THE  WESTERN  MEN 
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Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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trus  -  ty  hand!  A_  mer- ry  heart  and  tffte!  King  James’s  men  shall  un  -  der-standWhat  Cornish  lads  can  do 

brave  andbold,  A_  mer  -  ry  wight  was  he:  “If Lon-donTow’r  were  Mi-chael’s  hold, Well  set  Tre  -  law-ny_  free! 

Lon  -  don  Wall, A plea-sant  sight  to  view,  Come  forth!  Come  forth, ye  cow- ards  all, Here’s  men  as  good  as  you.” 
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And  have  they  fixd  the  where  ana when?And  shall  Tre -law- ny  die?  Here’s  twen-ty  thou-sand  Cornish  men  Will 
We’ll  cross  the  Ta-mar,  land  to  land,  The  Sev-ern  is  not  stay,-  With  one  and  all,  and  hand  in  hand,  And 
Tre  -  law-ny  he’s  in  keep  and  hold,  Tre  -  law-ny  he  may  die;-  But  here’s  twen-ty  thou-sand  Cornish  bold  Will 
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SONG  OF  THE  VOLGA  BOATMEN 

Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 


The  melody  to  be  hummed  or  vocalised  on  “oo”  or  “ah” 
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A.R. 


YE  WATCHERS  AND  YE  HOLY  ONES 

“LASST  UNS  ERFREUEN” 


In  moderate  time,  dignified 
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Ye  watchers  and  ye  ho-ly  ones,  Bright  Seraphs,  Cherubim  and  Thrones,  Raise  the  glad  strain,  Al-le 
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0  higher  than  the  Cherubim,  More  glorious  than  the  Seraphim, 

Re-spond,ye  souls  in  endless  rest,  Ye  Patriarchs  and  Prophets  blest, 
0  friends, in  gladness  let  us  sing,  Su  -  per-nal  anthems  echo  -  ing, 
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lu  -  ia!  Thou  Bear-er  of  thee-ter-nal  Word, 
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*  From  “The  .English  Hymnal”:  By  permission  of  the  Oxford  University  Press 
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SPANISH  LADIES 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 


With  spirit 
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STORMALONG 


Slowly  and  with  g  reat  longing 


Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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STRAWBERRY  FAIR 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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eyes  were  blue  and 
strawberries  sweet  I 
not  to  seek  such 
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me  your  ware, 
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doubt  if 
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went  on 

go  on 

tramp  -  ing 
they’re  found 
to  -  day 


Straw-berry 
Straw- berry 
Straw  -  berry 
Straw- berry 
Straw -berry 


Fair. 

Fair. 

Fair. 

Fair. 

Fair. 


169 


SWING  LOW,  SWEET  CHARIOT 

Slowly,  but  with  elation  Arr'  RALPH  0REAVES 
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THERE  IS  A  TAVERN  IN  THE  TOWN 
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Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 
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THE 
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THE  THREE  CROWS 
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THE  THREE  RAVENS 
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TOM’S  GONE  TO  HILO 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 
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VESPER  HYMN 
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VIVE  L ’AMOUR 
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With  spirit  Arr.  ERIC  MAREO 
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SOLO  Come,  fill  up  your  glasses:  I  ll  give  you  a  toast, 
CHORUS  Vive  la  compagnie! 

SOLO  Here’s  a  health  to  our  friend,  our  kind  worthy  host, 
CHORUS  Vive  la  compagnie! 


la  com  -  pagn  -  ie! 
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SOLO  Since  all  with  good  humour  you’ve  toasted  with  me, 
CHORUS  Vive  la  compagnie! 

SOLO  I  hope  it  will  please  you  to  drink  now  yrtth  me, 
CHORUS  Vive  la  compagnie! 


CHORUS  Vive  la,  etc. 


CHORUS  Vive  la,  etc. 
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In  good  King  Charles’s  gold  -  en  days,  When  loy  -r,al  -  ty  no  harm,  meant,  A  zeal  -  ous  High-Church 
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When  George  in  pudding- time  came  o’er, 
And  moderate  men  looked  big,  Sir, 
My  principles  I  changed  once  more, 

And  so  became  a  Whig,  Sir, 

And  thus  preferment  I  procured 
From  our  new  faith’s- defender ; 

And  almost  every  day  abjured 
The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 

chorus  And  this  is  law,  &c. 


Th’  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 
And  Protestant  succession, 

To  them  I  do  allegiance  swear  — 
While  they  can  hold  possession 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
I  never  more  will  falter, 

And  George  my  iawful  King  shall  be 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 

chorus  And  this  is  law,  &c. 
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make  him  once  re  -  lent 
he  with  gi  -  ants  fight: 
fear  not  what  men  say, 


Shall 

Though 

I’ll 


His 

first 

a -vowed  in  - 
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To 

be  a 

pil  -  grim 

He 

will 

makegood  his 

right  To 

be  a 

pil  -  grim. 
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hour  night  and 

day 

To 

be  a 

pil  -  grim. 

’From  “The  English  Hymnal”:  By  permission  of  the  Oxford  University  Press 
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WE  BE  THREE  POOR  MARINERS 

Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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WE’RE  ALL  BOUND  TO  GO 

Arr.  S.  TAYLOR  HARRIS 
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THE  WEST’S  AWAKE 


Arr.  GERRARD  WILLIAMS 
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WHAT  SHALL  WE  DO  WITH  THE  DRUNKEN  SAILOR? 


VOICE 


PIANO 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 


Fairly  fast  but  steady 
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What  shall  we  do  with  the  drunk-  en 
Put  him  in  the  long-boat  till  he’s 
Pull  out  the  plug  and.  wet  him  all  ov 

Put  him  in  the  scuppers  with  a  hose-pipe  on 
Heave  him  by  the  leg  in  a  run-ning  bow 


sai  -  lor?  What  shall  we  do  with  the  drunk- en 
so  -  her,  Put  hint  in  the  long-boat  till  he’s 
er,  Pull  out  the  plug  and  wethimall 


him,  Put  him  in  the  scuppers  with  a  hose  -  pipe 


sai  -  lor?  What  shall  we  do  with  the 
so  -  her,  Put  him  in  the  long-boat 
ov  -  er,  Pull  out  the  plug  and 
on  him,  Put  him  in  the  scuppers  with  a 


lin’  Heave  him  by  the  leg  in  a  run-ning  bow-lin’,  He^ve  him  by  the  leg 
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WHISKY  JOHNNY 


Arr.  RALPH  GREAVES 


VOICE 


PIANO 


5. 

solo  Oh  whisky  here  and  whisky  there. 
chorus  Whisky  Johnny. 
solo  It’s  I’ll  have  whisky  everywhere. 
chorus  Whisky  for  my  Johnny. 

6. 

solo  Oh  whisky  is  the  life  of  man. 
chorus  Whisky  Johnny. 
solo  It’s  whisky  in  an  old  tin  can. 
chorus  Whisky  for  my  Johnny. 
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VOICE 
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Not  too  seriously 
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WHO’S  THAT  A- CALLING 

(  J  .  B  .  LAWREER) 

p  SOLO _ ________ 


Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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The  moon  is  beam-ing1  o’er  the  spark-ling1  rill,  ) 
The  leaves  are  rust-ling’neath  the  star  -  lit  sky,j 
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CHORUS 
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SOLO 


CHORUS 


SOLO 


NT-.- TV 
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j  ,,  ,  „0  The  flowers  are  sleeping  on  the  plain  and  hill.)  i  ^  Whil 

Whos  that  a  -  calling.  The  stream-let  murmurs  as  it  pass  -  es  by,  \  Wlios  that  callin&  so  sweet.  q 


While  the 
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WT  A  HUNDRED  PIPERS  AN7  A’ 


LADY  NAIRNE 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 


WIDDICOMBE  FAIR 
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,  Dramatically 


Arr.  ARCHIBALD  JACOB 

SOLO 
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VOICE 
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Tom  Pearce,  Tom  Pearce  lend 
And  when  shall  I  see  a  - 
Then  Fri  -  day  came  and 
So  Tom  Pearce  he  got  to  the 


J . 
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r — r 
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CHORUS 
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SOLO 
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me  your  grey  mare, 
gain  my  grey  mare?| 
Sa  -  tur  -  day  noon , 
top  of  the  hill, 


All  along*, down  along*,  out 


j — 4 


along  lee 
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For  I  Want  for  to  go _  to 

By  Fri  -  day  soon_  or 

But  Tom  Pear-oe’s  old  mare_  hath 
And  he  see’d  his  old  mare  down  a  - 
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chorus  All  along,  down  along,  out  along  lee. 
solo  And  Tom  he  sat  down  on  a  stone  and  he  cried 
With  Bill  Brewer,  Jan  Stewer,  Peter  Gurney, 
Peter  Davy,  Danl  Whiddon,  HAfry  Hawke, 
chorus  Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all— 

Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all. 

7 

solo  When  the  wind  whistles  cold  on  the  moor  of  a  night 
chorus  All  along,  down  along,  out  along  lee . 
solo  Tom  Pearce’s  old  mare  doth  appear  ghastly  white 
With  Bill  Brewer,  Jan  Stewer,  Peter  Gurney, 
Peter  Davy,  Dan’l  Whiddon,  Harry  Hawke, 
chorus  Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all—  iefc. 


chorus  All  along,  down  along,  out  along  lee. 
solo  Nor,  tho’  they  be  dead,  of  the  horrid  career 
Of  Bill  Brewer,  Jan  Stewer,  Peter  Gurney, 

Peter  Davy,  Dan’l  Whiddon,  Harry  Hawke, 
chorus  Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all— 

Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all. 
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solo  And  all  the  night  long  he  heard  skirling  and  groans 
chorus  All  along,  down  along,  out  along  lee. 
solo  From  Tom  Pearces  old  mare  in  her  rattling  bones 
With  Bill  Brewer,  Jan  Stewer,  Peter  Gurney, 

Peter  Davy,  Dan’l  Whiddon,  Harry  Hawke, 
chorus  Old  Uncle  Tom  Cobleigh  and  all—  etc. 
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THE  WRAGGLE-TAGGLE  GIPSIES,  0! 

Arr.  KATHLEEN  MARKWELL 
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She 

mens’  voices  womens’ voices 


0  saddle  to  me  my  milk-white  steed, 

And  go  and  fetch  me  my  pony,  0! 

That  I  may  ride  and  seek  my  bride, 

Who  is  gone  with  the  wraggle-t aggie  gipsies,  0! 


What  care  I  for  my  house  and  my  land? 

What  care  I  for  my  treasure,  0? 

What  care  I  for  my  new-wedded  lord, 

I’m  off  with  the  wraggle-t  aggie  gipsies,  0! 


ALL  TOGETHER 

0  he  rode  high,  and  he  rode  low, 

He  rode  through  wood  and  copses  too, 
Until  he  came  to  an  open  field, 

And  there  he  espied  his  a-lady,  0! 
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mens’  voices 

Last  night  you  slept  on  a  goose-feather  bed, 
With  the  sheet  turned  down  so  bravely,  0! 
And  to-night  you’ll  sleep  in  a  cold  open  field, 
Along  with  the  wraggle-taggle  gipsies,  0! 
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mens’  voices 

What  makes  you  leave  your  house  and  land? 

Your  golden  treasures  for  to  go? 

What  makes  you  leave  your  new-wedded  lord, 
To  follow  the  wraggie  taggle -gipsies,  0! 
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WOMENS’  VOICES 

What  care  I  for  a  goose-feather  bed, 

With  the  sheet  turned  down  so  bravely,  01 
For  to-night  I  shall  sleep  in  a  cold  open  field, 
Along  with  the  wraggle-taggle  gipsies,  0! 
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Back  to  beginning 
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GREAT  TOM  IS  CAST 
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HEY  HO,  TO  THE  GREENWOOD 
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I* 


0~ 0 


Hey 


ho,. 


to  the  green  -  wood  now  l.et  us 


m 


£ 


Hey 


Ho, 


to  the 


zz: 


£ 


£ 


ho, 


And  there  shall  we  find  both  buck 
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Back  to  beginning 
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MY  DAME  HATH  A  LAME  TAME  CRANE 
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My  dame  hath  a  lame  tame 
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NOW  ROBIN  LEND  TO  ME  THY  BOW 
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Grow  -  eth  sed,  And  blow  -  eth  med,  And  sping- ’th  the  wd  -  e  nu. 


m 


.  •js  =3 


Sing 


cue 


cu, 


Aw  -  e  blet  -  eth  at*  -  ter  lomb,  Lhouth 


AlA  "i *= - F — 1 — 

} - 

j*  1  -  '-J  la 

0  .  • 

- C - - j- - J - 

-  --+ . J . ■:f= 

g  r  ci 

at*  -  ter  cal  -  ve  cu, 


Bui  -  luc  ster  -  teth,  Buck  -  e  vert  -  eth, 


^=c - 

I* — -p — - — f - 

9 . . .  >  i  ■  v. 

f-J-  - . --  J  =?=\ 

U — - U — Lj 

*  7  1  r  r  1 

- M - J - 

Mu  -  rie  sing  cu  -  cu, 


cu 


cu, 


cue 


cu,  Wei 


it  Ll?  .  . |  : 

V  - 

j  J  f-  \ 

Iw  —  i .  1  .1 

5 

<L_ 

1 

1. 

- — 

J-* - * - - 

. -r..f  ::.a 

L . J  -  S’  ■  ■  — -  - 

sing  -  es  thu  cue  -  cu. 


Ne . 


swik  thu  na  -  ver  nu; 


m 


These  four  bars  are  repeated  ad  infinitum  by  two  male  voices 

A - - ffffz  ....  Z .  — 


•Jr.-"-  -i 


A 


Bach  to  beginning 

— 1 - l 


£ 


£ 


£ 


cue 


cu, 


cue 


cu, 


cue 


cu, 


cue 


cu.. 


The  2nd,  3rd  and  4th  voices  enter  in  turn,  when  previous  fart  has  reached  the  beginning  of  the  third  bar. 


THREE  BLIND  MICE 


* 


i 


Three  blind  mice, 
*  r 


3 


i 


Three  blind  mice, 
'  3  ' 


Three  blind  mice, 


£ 


'  3  ' 


3  \ 


£ 


22 


See  how  they  run,  See  how  they  run, 

r 


See  how  they  run, _  They 


&k  .  .  . 

• - -a 

3 

F - — - m - 

3 

m - 0 - 

—4  *  >  =. 

$  11  i 

a e  e  ~~ e - i 

r - v  *  =» 

all 


run  af  -  ter  the  farm 


er’s  wife; 


Who 


3 

0 - 

*===*= 

3 

.....  , ... 

— 

3 

» - 

i  5 

>- j.  3 

1 

- £=q 

JSf=±=3z= 

U- — - 

— 

t - £ — 

£  . •  V 

— 

: — m  - 

V - 

— w- . — 

cuts 

off 

their  tails 

with  a 

carv 

ing  knife; 

Did 

I  1 

i 

3  * 

'  3 

:  3  • 

To  end  only 

r<  I  Mi  mi  I  ‘  n 


ev  -  er  you  see  such  a  sight  in  your  life,  As  three  blind 

Back  to  beginning 

^  The  2nd  and  3rd  voices  enter  when  the  previous  voice  has  reached  this  point. 


j2 

mice. 


THE  WISEMEN 
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WILLIAM  LAWES 


j  'j  jj  j  , 

The  Wise  -  men  were  but  sevn, 
The  Vir  -  tues  they  were  sevn,. 


3E 


¥  J  u  --=3 


3 


Ne’er  more  shall  be  for  me-, 
And  three  the  great  -  er  be; 

. J  t  J-  **- 


m 


u 


The  Mu 


ses  were  but  nine, 


The  Cae  -  sars  they  were  twelve, 


3 


The  Wor  -  thies  three  time  three: 
And  the  Fat  -  al  Sis  -  ters  three: 

/O 


i 


And  three  mer-ry  boys,  and  three  mer-ry  boys,  and  three  mer-ryboys,  Are 
And  three  mer-ry  girls,  and  three  mer-ry  girls,  and  three  mer-ry  girls,  Are 

WHITE  SAND  AND  GREY  SAND 


we. 

we. 


-  y  %  - 

- 

n - 

~ 1 - TV 

-  . -  -  - 

E .  .  ■  1-  ”  1  — 

*  White 

sand 

and 

grey 

sand, 

$ 


JOE 


Who’ll 


$ 


buy 


my 


grey 


sand, 


1  i 


o 


-o- 


Who’ll 


buy 


my 


white 


-©• 

sand. 


1 


U 


Down. 


$ 


M 


UP  AND  DOWN 


MATTHEW  LOOK 


- f - f - 

. .  f 

j  j  ^  — i 

- 

. d -  -  ' 

r  i 

d - J - k - 

Up  and  down  this  world  goes  round, 


2 


this  world  goes.  Up 


and 


P 


I  i 


down,  Up  and  down  this  world  goes. 

LET’S  HAVE  A  PEAL 


ipi 


* 


P 


-O- 


TT 


Let’s  have  a 


peal 


for _  John  Cooks 


TV  . 

SOUl; 


For 


m 


he  was  a 


P^P 


. 


ve 


ry,  ve  -  ry  hon  -  est 


man, 


77 

An 


hon 


est 


TT  • 

man. 


* 


The  2nd,  3rd,  ith,  5th,  6th,  7th,  8  th  and  9  th  voices  enter  when  the  previous  voice  has  re  a  cheep  This  point 
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For  the  Very  Young 


DILLY  DILLY 


4 


“0, _  what  have  you  got  for  dinner,  Mrs _  Bond?” 

“John.  Ost  -  ler,  go  fetch  me  a  duck -ling  or  two, 

“I  have  been  to  the  ducks  that  are  swimming  in  the  pond, 
Mrs_  Bond  she  went  down  to  the  pond_  m  a  rage, 


“There  s 
John 
And 
With  her 


beef_  in  the 
Ost  -  ler,  go 
they_  won’t 
ap  -  ron  full  of 


lard  -  er,  and 

fetch  me  a 

come  to  be 

on  -  ions  and  her 


ducks  in  the  pond, 

duck  -  ling  or  two, 

killed,  Mrs _  Bond: 

pock-ets  full  of  sage. 


Cry-ing,  Dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

Cry  Dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

I  cried  Dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

She  cried  “Come,—  lit  -  tie 


dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

dil  -  ly,  dil  -  ly, 

wag  -  tails, 


-0  - 1 - — * — — 

- “1 - 8 - K - r 

it  P - K - K - 

pp - h - K - r 

i 

J  J 

1 

fm tr  J  »  a  ■  M 

”  99  m 

i 

V 17  — • 

w 

m - 

•  0  0  0 

m_ a 

•  l 

come 

to 

be 

killed; 

For 

you_ 

must 

be 

stuffed,  and 

my 

cus  - 

to  -  mers 

filled  .” 

come 

to 

be 

killed; 

For 

you— 

must 

be 

stuffed,  and 

my 

cus  - 

to  -  mers 

filled” 

come 

to 

be 

killed; 

For 

you— 

must 

be 

stuffed,  and 

my 

cus  - 

to  -  mers 

filled!’ 

come 

to 

be 

killed; 

For 

you— 

shall 

be 

stuffed,  and 

my 

cus  - 

to  -  mers 

filled’.’ 

THE  HUNGRY  OLD  WOMAN 


c  - 

(  . 

K - 

H 

- 

S - - 

f*s - ’ - 

s, 

s  

■ 

./A 



9  ft 

V 

m 

a 

/ - 

— 

9 

— 

 — ^   - 

t -  - 

S- 

There  was  an  old  wo  -  man,  and  what  do  you  think?  She 

She  went  to  the  bak  -  er  to  buy  her  some  bread,  And 


lived  up  -  on  noth-ing  but  vic-tuals  and  drink:  Vic- tuals  and  drink  were  the 

when  she  came  home  her  old  hus-band  was  dead:  She  went  to  the  clerk _  to 


whole  of 
toll 


her  di  -  et 
the  bell, _ 


This  pla  -  guy  old  wo  -  man  would 

And  when  she  came  back  her  old 


nev  -  er  be  quiet, 
hus  -  band  was  well . 


IF  ALL  THE  WORLD  WERE  PAPER 


If 

all 

the  world  were'  pa  - 

per, 

And 

all 

the 

sea 

were 

ink, 

And* 

If 

all 

the  world  were  sand  - 

a, 

Oh, 

then 

what 

should 

we 

lack-o? _ 

If 

If 

all 

our  ves  -  sels  ran 

a, 

If 

none 

but 

had 

a 

crack, 

If 

all 

the 

trees 

were 

bread 

and 

cheese, 

What 

should 

we 

do 

for 

drink? 

as 

they 

say, 

there 

were 

no 

clay, 

How 

should 

we 

take 

to  - 

bacco? 

Span 

-  ish 

apes 

eat 

all 

the 

grapes, 

How 

should 

we 

do 

for 

sack?. 
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PAUL’S  STEEPLE 


$ 


=3F 


3 


± 


£ 


Up  -  on  Paul’s  stee-ple  stands  a  tree,  As  full  of  ap  -  pies  as  may  be.  The 


=Bdk  m  -  -t  -  

- j -  „ 

zarr  vi  r - zji-   „ 

j  ■ 

— 

» - 

m  .  ... 

m 

- 1 

if*  ==t 

* - J 

- « 

- m -  — - - * - - 

— 

- 1 

lit  -  tie  boys  of  Lon  -  don  town  They  run  with  hooks  to  pull  them  down;  And 


p- 

, . J - - - = 

i.  J  i 

- - 1 

f-— -- *t=t 

*-  J  J  - * - 

j - —4- 

- 0  - m  1 

then  they  run  from  hedge  to  hedge,  Un  -  til  they  come  to  Lon  -  don  Bridge , 


POLLY,  PUT  THE  KETTLE  ON 


Pol  -  ly,  put  the  ket  -  tie  on,  Pol  ~  ly,  put  the  ket  -  tie  on, 


--0  a   »  - 

— 1 

\ . 

" - J 

>--■  T— — 

r 

^ — 

v- - - — 

h - 

r 

V"! 

is - 

W  1—  V  j 

m 

m 

m 

fM. 

r   

_ 

m — u- 

l* — 

,*  -  X—  ^ 

IS 

- 

-  M  .  - 

Pol~ly,  put  Lie  ket -tie  on:  We'll  all  have  tea.  Su  -  key,  take  it  off  a -gain, 


* 

<  — 

J--::  -  * - rr-TzrV— 

F#7-  J*  J  ^=F 

- : - 

— =B 

—  “J- . J 

^  g~ 

-+~  z=£=r-+ - • -  : 

m — — « 

— «i — | 

Su  -  key,  take  it  off  a- gain,  Su  -  key,  take  it  off  a -gain -.They’ve  all  gone  a  -  way. 


WHERE  ARE  YOU  GOING  TO,  MY  PRETTY  MAID? 


“Where 
“  May 
“What 
“What 
“  Then 


are  you  go  -  ing  to, 

I  go  with  you, 
is  your  fa  -  ther, 
is  your  for  -  tune, 

I  can’t  mar  -  ry  you, 


my 

pretty 

maid? 

Where 

my 

pretty 

maid? 

May 

my 

pretty 

maid? 

What 

my 

pretty 

maid? 

What 

my 

pretty 

maid! 

Then 

are  you  go  -  ing  to, 

I  go  with  you, 
is  your  fa  -  ther, 
is  your  for  -  tune, 

I  can’t  mar  -  ry  you, 


- 

— N - 

- IS - s — 

- 1 - 

- N - 

- N - 

— f - P — 

— P - 

=£=#= 

~m  • - 

Jg> - i, — 

my 

pret-ty 

maid?” 

- 0 - 

U  T> 

I  m 

—w —  — 

go  - 

ing  a  - 

milk  - 

0 

ing, 

jm 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

my 

pret-ty 

maid?” 

u 

Yes, 

if  you 

please, 

kind 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

my 

pret-ty 

maid?  ” 

“My 

fa  - 

ther’s  a 

farm 

er, 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

my 

pret-ty 

maid?  ” 

“My 

face 

is  my 

for 

tune, 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

my 

pret-ty 

maid!  ” 

u 

No  - 

bod-  y 

asked 

yon. 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

m. 


m 


£ 


¥ 


£ 


Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“I’m 

JO 

o 

1 

»— • 

13 

*5 

a  - 

milk  -  ing, 
please,  kind 

Sir” 

she 

said . 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“Yes,  if 

you 

Sir” 

she 

said. 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“Sir,” 

“Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“My 

fa-  ther’s 

a 

farm  -  er, 
for  -  tune, 

Sir” 

she 

said. 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

she 

said, 

“  My 

face  is 

my 

Sir” 

she 

said. 

Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“Sir,” 

she 

said, 

“No  -  bod  ■ 

-  yl 

asked  you, 

Sir” 

she 

said. 
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GREEN  GRAVEL 


: - 

— 

yr  1  » ' 

■ 

/A  -J0L -  . 
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zJ 

Green  grav  -  el,  green  gray  -  el,  your  grass  is  so  green  The 


fair  -  est  young  dam  -  sel  that  ev  -  er  was  seen.  We  washed  her,  we 


. IL.  .1 

-  ... 

N — — 

. __ — 

VL _ _u  M  4-  .  m  am  i  1  1  i  - - — - — 

J 

-  -  J 

- «  • 

dried  .her,  we_  clothed  her  in  silk,  And  we  wrote  down  her  name  with  a _ 


gold  pen  and  ink.  0  An  -  nie, 


0  An  -  nie, 


your  true 


m 

love 


is 


dead,  And  we  send  you  a  let  -  ter  to _  turn  round  your  head. 


BILLY  BOY 


#%  —  J  J  1 

r — r - 

— 

fc - 

i  i  r  J  ^ ; 

rfe  ft  %  J  - . d  J  = 

* - * - - - M 

- J 

~  ~ . 

Where 

are 

you 

go  -  ing, 

Bil  - 

ly 

Boy, 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy  ? 

make  a 

cher 

-  ry 

pie, 

Bil  - 

ly 

Boy, 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy  ? 

Can  she 

oft  -  en 

seen 

in 

church, 

Bil  - 

ly 

Boy, 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy  ? 

Is  she 

How 

tall 

is 

she , 

Bil  - 

ly 

Boy, 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy  ? 

How 

old 

is 

she , 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy, 

Bil  - 

iy 

Boy  ? 
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Where  are  you 

make  a  cher-ry 
oft  -  en  seen  in 

How  tall  is 

How  old  is 


go  -  ing,  charm-ing 
pie,  charm-ing 
church,  charm-ing 

she, _  charm-ing 

she, _  charm-ing 


Bil  -  ly  ? 
Bil  -  ly  ? 
Bil  -  ly  ? 
Bil  -  ly  ? 
Bil  -  ly  ? 


I  am  going  to  see  my  wife;  she’s  the 
Yes,  she  can  make  a  cher-ry  pie  quick  as 
Yes,  she’s  oft  -  en  seen  in  church,  with  a 
She  is  tall  as  an  -  y  pine,  and  straight 

She’s  three  times  seven  twen  -  ty  - 


joy_  of  my 

life; 

But  she’s 

a 

young 

thing 

and 

can  -  not 

leave 

her 

moth  -  er . 

O 

Can  she 

you  can  wink  an 

eye, 

But  she's 

a 

young 

thing 

and 

can  -  not 

leave 

her 

moth  -  er. 

3 

Is  she 

bon-net  white  as 

perch, 

But  she’s 

a 

young 

thing 

and 

can  -  not 

leave 

her 

moth  -  er . 

as  a  pump-kin 

vine, 

But  she’s 

a 

young 

thing 

and 

can  -  not 

leave 

her 

moth  -  er . 

eight  _  and  e  - 

leven, 

But  she’s 

a 

young 

tiling 

and 

can  -  not 

leave 

her 

moth  -  er . 
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BINGO 
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m - 7? - 

- a - a 

9 

9  '  .  c 

W -  W 

"V 

\  v  A — P - 

JE  p 

r 

■  ■ 

? — f3L4 — 

1 - * — • 

- m - 

tx — p — r . m 
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There  was  a  farm-er  had  a  dog;  Bin  -  go  was  his  name,  sir;  B  -  i  -  n  -  g  -  o  go! 

Right  hand  to  your  part  -  ner  ;  Left  hand  toyour  neigh-hour,  B-i-n  -  g-o  go! 


z±b  rfc==: - 

-m  -  o- . . 

- — - 
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zJl   Jv'; *  m  'j  
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i - ■ 

B-i-n  -  g-.o  go!  B-i-n  -  g-o  go!  Bin -go  was  his  name,  sir. 

B  -  i  -  n  -  g  -  o  go  !  B-i-n  -  g  -  o  go !  Bin- go  was  his  name,  sir. 


THE  NEEDLE’S  EYE 


Q  . .  - 

- v — te— - 

- 0 - N - te - - 
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— * — 

/  '■  JL./  ~«= 
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you 

- 

ly.  With  a  bow 

so  neat,  And  a  kiss 

■  . F  . 

so  sweet ,  We 

— 

- h— i 

-  S 

.  . . 

t=rd 

N - r— | 

,  I 

J 
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-wr-t' — ~a 
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I  T  M 
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*  r  1 

do  in -tend,  be  -  fore  we  end,  To  have  this  cou  -  pie  meet. 


THREE  DUKES  WENT  A- RIDING 


i>  i  j  r  j  '  -  i 
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|J.  J  /-M— 
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:  jr.  . .  
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Here 

comes 

two  dukes 

a  - 

rid  - 

ing, 

a  -  rid  - 

ing,  a 

-  rid  - 

ing,  Here 

Oh, 

what 

you  rid  - 

ing 

here 

for, 

here 

for. 

here 

for?  Oh, 

We’ he 

rid-in 

ghere  to 

get 

mar  - 

ried, 

mar  - 

ried, 

mar  -~ 

ried  .We’re 

Won’t 

you 

marry  one 

of 

us, 

sir,  — 

us, 

sir,  — 

us, 

sir?  Won’t 

You’re  all  too  black  and  greasy,  greasy,  greasy, 
You’re  all  too  black  and  greasy, 

Tra-ransi  -tansi  -  te ! 


[down  the  hall, 

Then  up  the  kitchen  and  down  the  hall, down  the  hall, 
Then  up  the  kitchen  and  down  the  hall, 

Tra-ransi -tansi-te! 


Choose  the  fairest  one  of  all,  one  of  all,  one  of  all, 
Choose  the  fairest  one  of  all, 

Tra-ransi- tansi-te! 
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AH,  POOR  BIRD 


%  j  '  -j 

Ah,  poor  bird! 


Take  thy  flight, 


back  to  beginning 
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Far  a-bove  the  sor  -  rows  of  this  sad  world. 


*  2nd,  3rd  and  4th  voices  enter  when  the  previous  voice  has  reached  here. 


v 

I  HAVE  A  LITTLE  PONY 

-» — i— ■*— =■— 1  ji  — iw  >  j  r* — -£ — - — 

¥  * « 
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- J - 

I  have  a  lit  -  tie  po 

I  love  my  lit  -  tie  po 


ny  His  name  is  Dap -pie  Grey,, 

ny  He’s  safe  -  ly  car-ried  me, 


And. 
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lent  him  to  a  la  dy  To  ride  a  mile  a  -  way.  She  whipp’d  him  and  she  lash’d  him  She 

corn, and  hay,  and  sta  -  ble,  Has  on  -  ly  asked  for  fee.  I’ve  sad  -  died  him  and  ridden  him  On 


s  S.  .  ** - 

s  - i 

h  ^  j 

— £=!=» 
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rode  him  thro’  the  mire_  I _ would  not  lend  my  po  -  ny  now  For  all  the  la-dy’shire. 

man-y  a  sum-mer’s  day _  And_  no  one  shall  un- kind -ly  use  My  lit-tle  Dap-ple  Grey. 
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Son  -  nez  les  ma  -  ti 
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Son  -  nez  les  ma  -  ti 
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This  Air  is  for  four  voices.  When  the  first  voice  arrives  at  letteY  R,  the  second  commences  at  A,  the  first  continuing .  When  the 
second  voice  arrives  at  B,  the  third  commences  at  A,  and  so  on.  When  the  first  voice  arrives  at  end  of  line  D,  the  singer  mry  re¬ 
start  at  A,  forming  an  endless  round. 


DING  DONG  BELL 
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Ding  dong’  bell!  Pus-sy’s  in  the  well!  Who  put  her  in?  Lit  -  tie  Tom-my  Green. 


I  fV JV  " 

-0- .  . — 0  . 

— N - N - h - Is - 

■JL  1  J - J -  M  — J  ■  . 

9  0  9  It  J  J 

1  !  J -  • - m 

L_ ff   m  

a  3 m  —9- - r 

-tr-  - -  - - +  -  — L- 

A - 

^ ^ - - 

»  *  — - i=i— =4=— ,1 

Who  pulled  her  out?  Lit  -  tie  Tom-my  Stout.  What  a  naugh-ty  boy  was  that.  To 
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drown  poor  pussy  cat,  Who  ne’er  did  an  -  y  harm,  But  Killed  all  the  mice  in _  Fa  -  ther’s  barn. 


DOCTOR  FOSTER  WENT  TO  GLOSTER 
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Doc  -  tor  Fos  -  ter  went-  to  Glos  -  ter  In  a  show  -  er  of  rsm, _  He 
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slipp’d  in  a  pud- die  right  up  to  his  mid -die  And  did  -  n’t  go  there  a  -  gain! 


HEY  DIDDLE  DUMPLING 
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One  shoe  off  and  the  o-ther  shoe  on,  Hey  Did-dle  Dump -ling*,  my  son  John. 


I  HAD  A  LITTLE  NUT-TREE 
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I  had  a  lit  -  tie  nut  -  tree  No  -  thing  would  it  bear 
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But  a  sil  -  ver  nut  -  meg  And  a  gold-en  pear.  The  king  of  Spain’s  daugh  -  ter 
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Came  to  vis  -  it  me, 


And  all. 
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for  the  sake  of  my 


lit-tle 


nut  -  tree. 
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THE  JOLLY  MILLER 
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wheel  went  round 


he. 


made  his  pelf.  One 


hand  in  the  hop -per  and  the 
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oth  -  er  in  the  bag*,  As  the  wheel  went  round 


he. 
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made  his 


grab. 
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THE  KING  OF  FRANCE 
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men,  They  all  of  them  went  up  the  hill,  And  then  came  back  a  -  gain. 
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II  n’y  mit  pas  la  patte, 

Et  ron,  ron,  ron,  petit  patapon, 
II  n’y  mit  pas  la  patte, 

II  y  mit  le  menton, 

Ron,  ron, 

II  y  mit  le  menton. 


La  Bergere  en  colere, 

Et  ron,  ron,  ron,  petit  patapon, 
La  Bergere  en  colere, 

Battit  son  p7 tit  chaton, 

Ron,  ron, 

Battit  son  p’tit  chaton. 


THE  LION  AND  THE  UNICORN 
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THERE  WAS  A  CROOKED  MAN 
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There  was  a  crook  -  ed  man  And  he  went  a  crook  -  ed  mile, 


He 
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found  a  crook -ed  six  -  pence  Up  -  on  a  crook -ed  stile.  He  bought  a  crook  -  ed  cat  Which 
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caught  a  crook  -  ed  mouse,  And  they  all  lived  to  -  geth  -  er  In  a  lit  -  tie  crook  -  ed  house. 

SUR  LE  PONT  D’ AVIGNON 
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g-non,  l’on  y  dan  -  se,  ion  y  dan  -  se,  Sur  le 
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End 
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pont  d’Avi  *-  gnon,  L’on  y  dan  -  se  tout  en 


rond.. 


1.  Les  bell’s  dam’s 

2.  Lesmenui-siers 

3.  Les  cordonniers 
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LAVENDER’S  BLUE 
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did-dle, 

did-dle, 
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green: 
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Some 

to 

make 

hay, 

did-dle, 

did-dle, 

Some 

to 

cut 

corn; 

i 


J  j  ; 


£ 


When  I  am  1  king,  did -die,  did-dle,  You  shall  be 

Some  to  the  plough,  did-dle,  did-dle,  Some  to  the 

Whilst  you  and  I,  did-dle,  did-dle,  Keep  our  -  selves 


queen . 
cart, 
warm. 
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Lu  -  cy  Lock-et  lost  her  pock-et.  Kit  -  ty  Fish  -  er  found 


it:  But 


ne’er  a  pen  -  ny  was  there  in’t,  Ex  -  cept  the  bind  -  ing  round  it. 


OH  DEAR!  WHAT  CAN  THE  MATTER  BE? 
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0  dear!  what  can  the  mat -ter  be?  Dear,  dear  I  what  can  the  mat  -  ter  be? 

End 
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dear!  what  can  the  mat-  ter  be?  John  -  nys  so  long  at  the  fair.. 
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pro-mis ’d  to  buy  me  a  bunch  of  blue  rib-bons,  He  pro-mis’d  to  buy  me  a 
gar- land  of  lil  -  ies,  a  gar-land  of  ros  -  es,  A  lit  -  tie  straw  hat,  to  set 

back  to  beginning 


bunch  of  blue  rib  -  bons,  To  tie 

off  the  blue  rib  -  bons,  That  tie 
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up 

up 


my 

my 


bon  -  ny  brown  hair, 
bon  -  ny  brown  hair.. 


And  it’s 
And  it’s 
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THERE  WAS  A  LADY  LOVED  A  SWINE 
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BAA!  BAA!  BLACK  SHEEP 
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“Baa!  Baa!  Black  sheep  have  you  an  -  y 


wool?” 
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one  for  my  dame, 


But  none  for  the  lit  -  tie  boy  That  cries 

I  LOVE  SIXPENCE 


in  the  lane!; 
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I  love  six 
Oh,  my  four 
Oh,  my  two 
Oh,  my  no  - 


pence, 
pence , 
pence, 
thing, 


I  love  six -pence,  I  love  six  - 

I  love  four -pence,  I  love  four - 

I  love  two -pence,  I  love  two - 

I  love  no  -  thing,  What  will  no  - 


)ence  bet -ter  than  my  life. 

ience  bet-ter  than  my  life, 

jence  bet-ter  than  my  life, 
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spent  an-o-ther,  And 
spent  an-o-ther,  And 
spend _  no  -  thing, 
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four  -  pence  home  to  my  wife, 
two  -  pence  home  to  my  wife, 
no  -  thing  home  to  my  wife, 
no  -  thing  better  than  my  wife! 


I  spent  a  penny  of  it,  I 

I  spent  a  penny  of  it,  I 

I  spent  a  penny  of  it,  I 

I  have  no  -  thing,  I 
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LONDON  BRIDGE 
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How  shall  we  build  it 

Silver  and  gold  will  be 
Build  it  up  with 
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Iron  and  steel  will  bend  and  bow, 
Dance,  etc. 


Build  it  up  with  wood  and  clay, 
Dance,  etc. 


Wood  and  clay  will  wash  away, 
Dance,  etc. 
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THERE  WAS  A  MAN  OF  THESSALY 
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There  was  a  man  of  Thes-sa  -  ly  And  he  was  won-drous  wise,. 
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jumped  in  -  to  a  quick  -  set  hedg*e  And  scratched  out  both  his  eyes. 
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THREE  WISE  MEN  OF  GOTHAM 
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Thee  wise  men  of  Go  -  tham  Went  to  sea  in  a 


bowl; 
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Had  the  bowl  been  strong  -  er  My  tale  had  been  long-  -  er. 
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Tir  -  ling  at  the  win  -  dow, 
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cry-ing  at  the  lock  “Are  the  weans  in  their  bed,  For  it’s  now  ten  o’ •clock?” 
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